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PREFACE. 



Several of Miss Edgewortb's [nsada 
have, at various times, urged ber to write 
for the stage. Amoag tbe rest, Mr. 
Tbomas Sberidaa invited bet, at hid fa- 
ther's desire, to write for Drury-Lan& 
He accompanied this invitation with 
such excellent adviee and criUcism .upon 
theatrical compositions, upon the present 
taste of tbe public, and upon the powers 
of the principal actors, as would have 
l>een of tbe highest use to berk bad ^b* 
complied with his iuvitatioD. 

This application was renewed in Lon- 
don, by the late Mr. Sheridan himself, in 
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VI PREFACE. 

mch a maoner, as nearly to OYtnome tbe 
distroBt wbich MissEdgeworth fettof her 
talents for such an attempt. She was, 
faowererj aware of the wide difference that 
there is between tfae-€sliibition of charac- 
ter in a Tale and in a Comedy. Intheone, 
there is room for that detail of small cii^ 
cVmstanoeB, and for that gradual dere- 
lopement of sentiments and incident> 
wbich - make us acquainted with the 
persons whose adventures are rdated, 
and which insensibly interest us in tbe 
Able. 

On the contrary, in the Comedy, the 
characters mnst be shewn .by strong and 
sudden lights, the sentiments must be 
condensed; and nothing that requires 
slow refleclion can be admitted. — The 
audience must see, hear, feel, and un- 
derstand at once. Otemwed by these 
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PREFACE. TU 

considerations. Miss Edgeworth has de- 
clined to risk a bolder flight. But en- 
couraged by her lather, withont venturing 
on the Btage, she pubhshes the following 
little Comic Dramas, to feel her way in 
this new career. Her &ilare in such an 
bnmble attempt cannot be attended with 
much disgrace, as it is made with rtnl 
bnmiltty. 

RICHABD LOVELL EDGEWOBTH. 



Ei^emorthttown, 
lint sf Ifay, 1817. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

Mll.CAB¥lB,ofBoViFort 1^^"^ If'*' P*^ 
\ m Ireland. 

Old Matthew M'Biidb . A rick Fanner, 

PatUF M'BwiiB . . . . Hii Son. 

C Son <tf the Widow Ccuhe- 
kakdalRoonbt . . . ^ rineRooMv—aLooer 

i t^ Honor M'Bride. 
Mb. Gerald (ySLAvsr . . A DiuilUr. 
Patbick Coxe Oerk to Ger. ffBianty. 

WOMEN. 
Mm.Cabver Wifi!^ Mr. Carver. 

„ „ (A Jbie London Waiting- 

Mist BLOOKiBUBT . . J naid qf Mr*. Cm-- 

I ver's. 
Mm. Cathkbike RooSet, ").„., 

conrnonh caOed Cattt \ ^ ^viow—Molher qf 
Hoohxt ( Randal Rooiuy. 

„ „„ CDaughler qf Matihevt 

Honor M'Bridb ... J M'Bride, and Sister 
i tifPSiiip M'Bride. 

A Juttk^t Clerk— a ConHabk—Witnetaet—and two 
Footmen. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

A Cottage. — Honor M'Bride, alone. 

A Table^Brealifast. 

Honor. VmL\^{caUs)—V\n\\ dear I 
come out. 

Phil. (Anstoers from within.) Wait 
till I draw on my boots ! 

Honor. Oh, I may give it up ! He's 
fall of his new boots — and singing, see I 



LOVE AND LAW; 

EtUer Phil M'Bride (dressed in the height 
of the Irish buck'farmerfashion — singing J. 

" Oh die daiher ! oh the rogue ! 
" He^i the thing: - and he's the pride 
" Oftovn and country, Kiit M'Sride— 
" An the talk of iboe and brogue ! 
" Oh the boy pf Q^U'naVji^e !" 

There's a song to the praise and glory 
of your— of your brother. Honor — and 
who made it, do you think, girl ? 

Homr. Mi^s Carolin/s Raherty, no 
doubt. — But, dear Phil, I've a favor to 
ask of you. 

J*A«. And welcome! What?-— But 
first, see I is'nt there an elegant pair of 
boots, that fib ft feg like ttUP— There's 
what'U plase Car'line Flaherty, I'll en- 
gage.— But what ails you. Honor ?-^you 
look as if your own heart was like to 
break. — Are not you for the fitir to'day ? 
— and why not ? 

Sonor. Ob Teaoa%\*— {Aside), Now I 
can't speak; 
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PhU. Speak on, for I'n dumb And all 
ear — speak up, Aear — ^ao fear of the &- 
tier's coming oat, for he's learing his 
bird (i. e. beard) ia the bason, and that's 
« woA of time with hkn.— Tell all to 
' your own Phil. 

Honor. Why then I wont go to the 
feir — becBBse — better keep mysdf to 
myself, oot of the way of meeting therm 
that might nt be too leasing to my 
fiilber. 

Phil. And might be too plasing to 
somebody dise— 'Honor M'Bride. 

H<mor. Oh Phil, dear ! — Bat only — 
'proaaise me brother, dearest — ifyou would 
llmday meet any of the Rooaeys — 

Phil. That means Randal Rooney. 

Honor. No, it was his mother Catty 
was in my head. 

Phil. A bitterer scoald never was I— 
nor a bigger lawyer in pettico&ts, which 
is an abomination. 

Honor, 'Tis not pritty, I grant j but 
her heart's good, if her temper would 
give it fair play.—- But will you promise 
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me, Phil, whatever she says — yoa won't 
let her provoke you this day. 

Phil. How in the name of wonder 
will I binder her to gi?e me provocation } 
and when the spirit of the M'Brideft 

is np 

Honor. Bat don't lift a hand. 
Phil. Against a woman ? — no fear- 
not a finger against a woman. 

Honor. But 1 say not against any 
Rooney, man or woman. — Oh Phil 1 dear, 
don't let there be any fighting betwixt 
the M'Bride and Rooney factions. 

Pkit. And how could I hinder if I 
would ? — the boys will be having a row, 
especially when they get the spirits — and 
all the better. 

Honor. To be drinking ! — Oh ! Phil, 
the mischief that drinking does ! 

Phil. Mischief ! — Quite and clane the 
CMmtrary — when the shilletah's up, the 
pike's down. — 'Tis when there'd be no 
fights at fairs, and all sober, then there's 
rason to dread mischief. — -No man. 
Honor, dare be letting the whiskey into 
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A DRAMA. 9 

bis head, was there any mischief id his 
heart. 

Homr. Well, Phil, yoQ're made it 
out now cliveriy. — So there's most danger 
of mischief when men's sober.— Is that 
it? 

Phil. Irishmen ? — aye. — For sobriety 
' is not the nat'ral state of the crattirs, add 
what's not nat'ral is hypocritical, and a 
hypocrite is, and was, and ever will be 
my contempt. ■ 

Honor. And mine too. — But— — 

PhU. Bat here's my hand for you. 
Honor. — ^They call me a bean and abuck, 
a slasher . and dasher, and flourishing 
Phil-Mill that lam — maybe — butthere's 
one thing I am not, and will never be— 
■od that's a bad brother to you. — So 
you have my honor, and here's my oath 
<o the track of it. By all the pride of 
man, and all the vanity of woman— where 
will you find a bigger oath ? — happen 
what wilt, this day, I'd not lift iny hand 
agiunst Randal Rdoney. 

Honor. Oh ■ thanks ! warm from the 
B 3 
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he8rt,^Bothere*sDiyfother! — andwhefe's 
breakfast i 

PkiL Oh I moat be at bim tbr a 
h(H-ae-^jF0U( Honor, uind and back me. 

Enter Old M'Bride. 

Old M'B. Late 1 am Chis fair day all 
along wi^ my beard, tbat was tbiok«r 
thao a bedgehog's.— Bre^cfast, where F— 

Hotter. Here, fiither deaf—all ready. 

Old M'B. There's a jewel I always 
supple o' foot. — Pfail, call to ibtitt to 
bring out the horse bastea, while I swal- 
low my breakfast — and a good ooe too. 

Phil. Your horse is all ready standing, 
sir — But that's what I wanted to ax you, 
father — will you be kind raioagh, sir, to 
shell out for me the price of a deecent 
horse, fit to raount: a man like me. 

Old M'B. What ails the baste you 
have under you always. 

Fkil. Fit only for the hounds:— not 
to follow, but to feed 'em. 

Old M'B. Hounds ! I don't WEUit you, 
Phil, to be following the hounds at^I- 
at.a11. 
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A &RAMA. 11 

Homr: Bnt let alone ^le faoudds. 
If you ^ell your bullocks wdl in Itie ftnr 
to day, 'ftther dear, I think yon'H be to 
kind to spare Phil Che price of a horse. 

Old M'JS. Stand oat of o' iiny way. 
Honor, with that wheedling voice o* 
yoor own.: — j wont — Mind yonr own af- 
fitirs — ^your leaguing again me, and I'll 
*^S^S^ Randal Rooney's at the bottom 
of lUl' — and the cement that sticks you 
«nd Phil so close together.' fiat mind, 
madam Honor, if you give him the 
inee'ting st the fair the day — 

Honor. Dear father, I'm not goiQg-~ 
I give up the fair o' pui^ose, for fear I'd 
see hiffl. 

OU M'B. XKissing her.) Why then 
you're fa piece of an angel. 

Honor. And you'll give my Woth* 
(h6 horse. 

Old M'S. I won't — ^when I've said 
I won't — I won't. 

{ButtiJtis his coat, and Exit.) 

Phil. Now there's a eample of a fa- 
ther for ye !— 

[.3.l:-:ij,CiOOtjl>J 



12 LOVE AND LAWj 

OldM'S. [Setuming.}'—/iuA,mKttest 
HoDoc, may be you'd be staying at borne 
to-^^Wbere*8 Randal Rooney to be, 
pray, while I'd be from home ? 

ffomr. Oh &ther, would you los- 
pect — ^: 

Old M'B.- {Catching her in Ms armst 
and kissing her again and again.) Then 
your^ true aogel, every inch of you. 
But not a word more in favour of the 
horse — sure the money for the bollocks 
shall go to your portion, every farthing. 

Honor. ~ There's the thing ! — {Holdiag 
her father.) I don't wish that. 
_ Phil. {Stopping her mouth.) Say no 
^more. Honor — I'm best pleased so. 

Old M'B. {Aside.) I'll give him the 
horse, but he shan't know it.. {Jloud.) 
i^won't.— When I say I won't, did I 
ever ? * ' {Ezit Old M'Bride.) 

Phil. N^er since the world stud — to 
do you justice, you are as obstinate as a 
mule. Nof all the bullocks he's carrying 
to the fair the day, nor all the bullocks 
in Ballynavogne joined to 'em, i|| one 
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team, would draw that father o* mine 
diie inch ont of bU wajr. 

Honor. {AsidCy with a deep sigh.) Oh> 
then what will I do about Randal ever I 

Phil. Am close a fisted father as ever 
had the grip of a guinea I If the guineas 
was all for you — wilcome. Honor 1 But 
that's not it. — Pi^ of a lad o' spirit like 
tne to be-crampied by such a hanx of a 
father. 

Honor. Oh don't be calling him 
names, Phil — stiff be is, more th»i close 
— and any way, Phil dear, he's the father 
still — and ould cousider ! 

Phil. He is — and I'm fond enough 
of him too, would he. only give me the 
price of a. horse. But no matter — spite 
of him I'll have my swing the day, and 
it's I that win tear away with a good 
horse under me ,and a good whip over 
him in a capital style, up and down the 
street of Bfdlynavoguef for you, Miss 
Car'line Flaherty ! — I know who I'll go 
to, this minute — a man I'll engage will 
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lend rae the loan of his bay geldtta^^-^nd 
that's CoDDshillor Gerald O^Kane^r. 

{Gomg<, Honor st(^ 'kirn.) 

Hffnor. • GenM 0*Blaney ! Oh bro- 
»1ict!' — Mercy I— Don't!*— afty tbnig ra- 
ther than thikt— ^ 

Phil. {Impaiientfy.) Why then, Hobor? 

Honor. {Aeidt.) If I'd tell hidi, there'd 
bemrtchief. {Jloui.) Only— )£ wouMfi't 
wish you under a compliment to one 
I^ no Opiniott of. 

J^tit. Phoo !-^you*ve taken a pre- 
jtt^ice — what is there again Coumhilhir 
O'Blane^. 

Hffttor. Councillor ! First place, why 
4o you Call him counskiUor — be oevei* 
Was ft raal counshillor sare — nor jan- 
tleman at all. 

PhU. Oh connshitlor by courtesy! 
He was an attorney once — just as we 
doctor the apotecary. 

Honor. But, Phil, was not there some- 
thing of this man's being dismissed the 
courts for too sharp practice i 
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Phil. But tfa^ was long ago, if it 

ever was. — There's sacreta in %\\ families, 

to be forgotten — bad to be rakinj; the 

paet. — I never knew you so siMtp on a 

neighbor, Honor, before:— What ails ye ? 

ffonor. {Sighing.) I can't tell ye.-— 

{StiU holding him.) 

Phil. Let me go then ! — Nwisense ! 

• — the boys of Ballynavogue will be wottf 

dering, a&d Miss Car'line most. 

{Exit, singing,) 
" Oh ! the bo^s of Ball'aa?<f>iie." 

Honor, alone. 
Honor. O Phil 1 I ctmld not tell it you j 
Imtdid yeu but kaow bow that Gerald 
O'Blaney insulted yow shister with his 
vile proposhals, you'd do more ask the 
loiui of his horae ! — and I in dread when^ 
ever I'd be left; in the house alone—that 
that bad man would boult in upoo me-» 
and Kandat to find him ! and Randal's Iik« 
gunpowder when his heart's touched!— 
and if Randal should come by himseff, 
worse again 1 Honor, where would be 
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your resolution to forbid him your pre- 
sence ? Then there's but one way to be 
right, I'll lave hoine entirely. DowHi 
praud stomach ! You must go to service. 
Honor M'Bride ! — There's Mrs. Carver, 
kiod-hearted lady, i» wanting a girl — 
she's English, and nice ; may be I'd not 
be good enough — But I can but try,, and 
do my best; any thing to plase the &- 
ther. {Exit Honor-X 



SCENE II. 

O'Blatuy's Counting' House* 

Gerald 0*Blaney (alone at a Desk cacered 
with Posers). 
O'Bta. Of all the employments in life, 
this eternal balancing of accounts^ see- 
saw, is the most sickening of all things, ex^ 
cept it would be the taking the inventory 
of your stock, when you're reduced to 
invent the stock itself; — then that's the 
most lowering to a man of alt things! 
But there's one comfort in this distillery 



busioess — come what will, m man has 

always proof spirits. 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Pat The whole tribe of Connaaght 
men come, craving to be ped for. the oats, 
counsellor, due since last Serapht* fair. 

O'Bla. Can't be ped to day, let 'em 
crave never so.-— Tell 'em Monday; and 
give 'em a glass of whiskey round, and 
that will send *em off contint, in a jerry. 

Pal. I shall— I will— I see. Sir. 

[Exit Pat Coxe.) 

O'Bla. Asy settled that 1 — but I hope 
many more dans for oata won't be call* 
ing on me this day, for cash is not to be 
had:-:-here's bills plinty — long bills, and 
diort bills — ^but even the kites which I 
can fiy ^& well as any man, won't nuse 
the wind for me now. 

Be'Cnter Pat. 
Pat. Tim M'Gudriken, Sir, for his 
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d4b»*.*and tftlks of the uab^tbmS, «dd 
cao't wait. — 

O'Bla, I doD't ax him to wait — but 
be must take in payment, sioce he's in 
flvcfaa hurry, ibis bill at thirty-one days, 
tell him. 

Pat, I shall lell Atim bo, .plaseyonr 
Honor. {Eicit Pat.) 

O'Bla. They kaTe -all readezrocu'd 
to dHve me mad this day; but the oi^ 
thing is to keep the hekd cool.-^Whlit 
I'm dreading beyant aU, is, if tlfat ould 
Jdatth^w M'Bride, who is as restless as 
a' ferret wheti be has lodged, mon^ krith 
any one, should come this day to -take -out 
>df kny bauds tbe two bimdred .ponnds 
IVe got ofbis — Oh then I might sbnt up. 
But Atfty,T'lI match 'bifn-^-And I'il ttiolieh 
.myself too— that ^uigbter Honor of his 
is a mighty pretty girl to look at, and 
since I can't get her any other way, why 
not ax her in marriage. Her portion ii 

to be 

Re-enter Pat. 

Pal. The protested ~ note, ^ir— with 
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tbe ohuge of the protest to the buk of 
)t> fpOA Mrs. LorigoQ ; and her com^- 
nCDtii, and to kaow what will she do ? 

(y,Bla. What wjU / do, fitter to wc.-^ 
yA^ kiad compliMeiits to Mrs. Lorigaa. 
aod I'll «aU upon her in the ooorae of 
Uie day, to settle it all. 
Fat, I utdentand. Sir. {ExU PaL) 
O'SUl Honor M* Bride's portion will 
be five hundred pounds on the nail— that 
wcmld be no bad bit, »Bd she a good 
clever likely |;irL—l'U pe^the qaeation 
tlus4ay. 

Re-enter Pat. 

PM. Cerkeran the ooopnr's bill, as 
loqg »s nty arm. 

O'Slo. Oh ! don't be bothering me 
«ny moFe.— Have you no sinse ?— Cbn't 
jroo get sbat of Corkeran the cooper 
without me ?— Can't ye quarrel with the 
items— tear the bill down the middle if 
neoesMFy, and sind him away with a 
flay (flea) in his ear to make out a proper 
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bai — which I can't see till to<inorrov, 
- mind. I nerer pay any man on fair-day. 

Pat. (Aside.) Nor oq any other day, 
{Ahud.) — Corkeran's my cousin, coun- 
sellor* and if convaoient, I'd be glad yoa'd 
advance him a pound or two on aceonntP 

O'Bla. *Tis not convanient, was he 
twenty times your coann> Pat. — I can't 
be paying in bits, nor on account — all 
or none. 

Pat. None, then, I may telt him. Sir ? 

CBla. Yon may— you must; and 
don't come up for any of 'em any mor^— 
It's hard if I can't have a minute to talk 
to myself. 

Pat. And its hard if I can't have a . 
minute to eat my breakfast too, which I 
have not. {Exit Pat.) 

CBla. Where was I — I was popping 
the question to Honor M'Bride. — ^The 
only thing is, whether the girl herself 
wouldn't have an objection : — there's that 
Bandal Rooney is a great badiebr of 
ber's, and I doubt sh*'d meant toprefar 
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him before ine, even when I'd porpose 
marriage. — But the fomilies of the Roo> 
neys and M'Bridet is at vareance— then 
I must keep *em so. — I'll keep Catty 
Rooney's spirit np, nirer to cotuent to 
that match.— Oh I if them Rooneys and 
M'&ides were by any chance to make 
it up, I'd be undone—but against that 
catastrophe, I've a preventative. — Pat 
Coxe 1 — Pat C(Hce 1 where are yon, my 
yoQDg man ? 

Enter Pat (wiping his mouth). 

Pat. Just swallowing my breakfast. 

CJBla. Mighty long swallowing you 
are. — Here~-don*t be two minntes, till 
you're at Catty Rooney's, and let me see. 
how cliveriy you'll execute that confiden- 
tial embassy I trusted yon with. — Touch 
Catty up about her ould antient &mily, 
and all the kings of Ireland she comes 
from, — Blarnay her cliveriy, and work 
her to a foam against the M'Brides. 

Pat. Never fear, your honor. — I'll 
tell her the story we agreed on, of Honor 
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M'BrM* neeting of > RMidftl Raonejr be- 
hind- the chape). 

XySbt. Tbiitwmdo--d(>b**A>rg«tt1be' 
rivg: — fopi nvanetopnt another oti-tfte 
girl'»liiig«' iCfihe*6 Bgnenble; ttni ttram 
ber own inteKsfr. — &it tbst laafr'^ a pri^- 
TBte andele^— 4rot »ironi of that to <^s 
ty, 3«oM anderstmd:' 

I'tff. Oh r I nnderttatid^BDdril' en- 
gage rtt.cenpasff Ctkty, the* sfae'fr a' 
conniDg sharer. 

O'Bla. Cunning ! — No« — she's only 
hot tempered, and asy managed. 

Pat. Wbatevn- she isj I'D domy best 
to-j^aie you.— <^nd 1 expict your hcmor> 
counsellor, won't forget the promt9e70a 
madfrme, to ask Mr. Carver for that lit- 
tle pleoe — that sitVatioo that would juM 
shute me. 

O'Bla. Never fear, never fear.— Time- 
enough to think of ^oting^ you, when 
you're done my businesa. {ExitPtA.) 
That will work like barm, and ould Maft^ 
tbew, the ftkther; I'll speak to myself gen- 
teelly. — H« win be proud, I wftrrantj to 
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nmtoit Iw. daughter with & geatleinBR: 
lUid ns :— bttt wh»t if be should Enellar 
ra^(W<dwa»t to be lmlang'intamy'i£. 
faiffl.— ^b: ! I must get H. tartiScid pro^ 
p«riiy:t«himb«<bK *A tbinga,^ that I'mi , 
ae sa^i a*^ tbe. bknk, aad X kiuii^ whO'. 
shall do that for me — my worthy- finnd^ 
tb^moBt consequential ttngiitmte, Mr. 
QKwer* of ;B«b's. Eott^ whoto««&-ta J^ 
advising and managing of al) mien* wm* 
ineni and chtldreii. for their good :i the 
most tifestnae vain proaer on oarkh !-^ 
'Tift, he sljall adwiac ould Mattiwm fee mif 
good. — Now Carver thinks he ladw the. 
whole coBtffy, nnd taa raiteft toundr^but 
who is it lades him I want tor know i 
Why, Gerald O'Blaney.— And how ?— 
Why, by a spoonful of the univarsal pa* 
nacea, _fiaUery—An the vulgar tongue 
fiummery. (A knock at the door heard.) 
Who's rapping at the atreat ?-^Cat,var *f 
Bob's Fort himself> in all his glory this' 
&ir day.— See then how he struts -aud- 
■wells^-r-Did^ever Biaui but a pacock, look 
so fond of himself with less rason?'*i- 
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But I mast be caught deep in accoantSi . 
and a balance of thousands to credit. 
{^ts^^own to his desky to account books). 
Seren thousand ! three hundr^, and two 
pence. {Starting and rising.) Do I see 
Mr. Carrer of Bob's Fort?— Oh i the 
honor— v 

Carv. Don't stir, pray — I beg — I ■ 
request — I insist. — I am by no meuis 
ceremonious, Sir. 

O'Bia. (Bustling and setting two ckairs.J 
No, bat I'd wish to shew respect proper 
to him I consider the first man in the 
counfy. 

Carv. {Aside.) Mtm! gentleman, he 
might have said. 

^r. Carver sits dawrt and rests himeff 
tonsequentiaUy.J 

(ySla. Now, Mr. Carver of Bob's 
Fort, you've been over fartiguing yonr- 
sdf.— 

Carv. For the puMic good. I can*t 
help it, really. 
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O'Bla. Oh; batj opon my word and 
honor, its too much— there's rason in 
all things.-'— A man of Mr. Career's fortin 
' to be slaving! — If you were a man in 
business like me, it would be another 
things — I mast slave at the desk to keep 
all round. — See, Mr. Carver, see ! — Ever 
since the day you advised me to be as 
pftrticular as yourself in keeping accounts 
to a farthing, I do, to a fraction, even 
like state accounts, see ! — 

CoTV. And I trust yon find your 
advantage in it. Sir. — Pray how does the 
distillery business go on 7 — 

O'Bla. Swimmingly I ever since that 
thne, Mr. Carver, your interest at the 
Castle helped ftie at the dead lift, and got 
that fine took off. — 'Tis to your purtic- 
tion, encouragement, and advice entirely, 
I owe my present unexampled prosperity, 
which you prophesied ; and Mr. Carver's 
prophecies seldom, I may say never, fail 
to be accomplished. 

Carv. I own there is some truth in 
your observation — I confess I have seldom . 
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been mistaken or deceived iv my judg- 
ment of man, woman, or child. 

O'Bla. Who can say so mnch ?— 

Carv. For what reason I don't pre- ' 
tend to say; but tbe fact ostensibly ^, 
that the few persons I direct with my 
advice, are unquestionably, apt to prosper 
in this world. 

O'Sla^ Mighty apt!— ^r wbicb n^ 
son I would wish to trouble you for y^u* 
unprecedently good advice on aooUjter 
pint; ifitwouJcLaotbatoogreAt a liberty. 

Com, No liberty at aH, my good 
Gerald — I am ^ways ready to advise—^ 
i}v\y to day certainly, the feir-day of 
Ballynavogue. there are so many call^ 
vpop me, both in a public and privatQ 
capacity, — so much businesa of vital im- 
portance I 

O'Bla. {Aside.) Vital importance !— » 
that is bis word, on all occa^ons. — 
{Aioud.) May be then (oh ! where was my 
head) may be you would not have break* 
fasted all this time, and we've the kittle 
down alway&in this bouse {nsing). Pat! 
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— Jack ! — Mick ! — Jenny I put tbe kittie 
ikiwn. 

Care. Sit down, — ut still, my worthy 
fellow. Breakfoated at Bob's Fort, as I 
always do. 

O'Bla. Bat a bit of cake— a glass of 
vrme, to refrisb ami repHnish nature, 

CarttL Too eariy— flpoii my dinner.— 
&tt ythaA was I gMBg to say ? — 

O'Bia. {Aside.) Bum me if I know j 
and I. pray alt the saints youmay hever 
reeoilect. 

Caro. I recolleot ! —how many tames 
dO' you. thick I was stopped on horse- 
, back coming up the street of Ballyna- 
TOgneil — FiVetimeB by weights and mea- 
sure^ imperiously caflii^ for reformatioa 
Sir. Thirteen times, upon my veracity, by 
booths, apple-stalls, nuisances, vagabonds, 
and diUnken. women; pigs without end 
Sip— wanting ringing, and all squealing 
io my ears, while I was settling sixteen 
disputes abiiHit tolls and customs. Add to 
ttus, my regular battleeTery fair-day with 
tbe crane, which ought to be any where 
c 2 
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but where it is; and my perpetual dls' 
coveries of fraudulent kegs, and stones in 
the butter !— Now, Sir, I only ask, can 
you'wonder that I wipe my forehead — 
{wiping his forehead). 

O'Bla. In troth, Mr. Carver, I can- 
not [ — But these are the pains and penal- 
ties of being such a man of consequence 
as you evidently are; — and I that am now 
going to add to your troubles, too by 
consulting you about my little pint. 

CaTv. A point of law, I dare to say; 
for people somehow or other have got 
such a prodigious opinion of my law. 
{Takes snuf,) 

O'Bla. {Aside.) No coming to the 
pint till he has finished his own pany- 
geric. 

Carv, And I own I cannot absolutely 
turn my back on people. — Yet as to poor 
people, I always settle them by telling 
them, it is my principle that law is too 
expensive for the poor. — I tell them, the 
poor have nothing to do with the laws.— 

O'Bla. Except the penal. 
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Carv. True, the civil is for us, men of 
property, — and no man should think of 
going to taw withoDt he's qualifieij. — 
There should be licenses. 

O'Sla. Nodoubt. — Flnaltiesthereare 
ID plinty ; still those who can afford, 
should iDdulge.-~In Ireland it would as 
iti become a gentleman to be any way shy 
of alaw-shute, as of a duel. 

Carv. "Yet law is expensive. Sir, even 
to me. 

O'Bla. But 'tis the best economy in 
the end} for when once you have cast or 
nonshuted your man in the courts, 'tis as 
good as winged him in the field. — And 
suppose you don't get sixpence costs, and 
lose your cool hundred by it, still it's a 
great advantage; for yon are let alone to 
enjoy your own in pace and quiet ever 
afler, which you could not do in this 
county withoutit. — But the love of thelaw 
has carried me away from my business. 
•—The pint I wanted to consult you about 
is not a pint of law; 'tis another matter. 

Carv. [Lookijig at his tvatdi.) I must 
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be at Bob's Fort, to seal my despatches for 
the Castl«. — And there's aaotb«- thing I 
say of myself 

O'Bla. ' [Aside.) Remorseleas agcrtis^. 

Carv. X doa't know how, the people 
allhavegotsuchanideaofmy comaexiotis . 
at the Castle, and ray influence with 
his Excell^icy, that I am worried with 
eternal applications.— They expect I can 
make them gitagers, or attorney-generals, 
I believe. — How do they know I write to 
the Castle? 

O'Bla. Oh! the post-office tells asy by 
tiie big sales (seals) to your despatches. 
{Aside) Which I'll engage is all the Cas- 
tle ever rades of them, tho' Carrer has 
bis E^cellisncy always in his moath, God 
help him 1 

Carv. Well, you wanted to consult me, 
Gerald } 

O'Bla. And you'H give me your ad- 
vice, which will be conclusive, law, and 
every thing to me. — 'You know the 
M'Brides — wo'uld they be safe? 

Carv. Very safe, substantial people. 
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O'Bh. Then here's the thing. Mr. 
Caaver: aa you recomtii^ird them, and as 
they are fneads of four's— I will confess 
to you tbttt, though it might not in pint 
of interest be a very prudent match, I am 
thinking that Honor M'Bride is such a 
prudent girl, and Mrs. Carver has taken 
her by the hand, so I'd wish to follow 
Mrs. Carver's example for life, in taking 
Honor by the hand for better or worse. 

Carv. • In my hnmble opinion yon can- 
not do betterj and I can tell you a secret. 
'—Honor will'have no contemptible for- 
tune in that rank of life. 

O'Bla. Ob, fortune's always con- 
temptible in marriage. 

Carv. Fortune! Sir? — 

O'Bla. {Jside.) 0?ershot.— (^fottrf.) 
In comparison with the patronage and 
protection or countenance she'd have 
from you and your family, Sir. 

Carv. That you may depend upon, 
my good Gerald, as far as We can go ; 
but you know we are nothing. 

O'Bla. Oh, I know you're every 
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thing. — Every thing on earth-^partt- 
cularly with onld M'Bride — and you 
know how to speak so well and iloqnent, 
and I'm so tongue-tied and bSashfnl on 
3uch an occasion. 

Carv. Welt, well, I'll speak for you. 

O'jfla. A thousand thanks down to 
the ground. 

Carv. {Patting him on the back as be 
rises,) My poor Gerald,' 

O'Bla. Then I am poor Gerald in point 
of wit I know, but you are too good 
a friend to be calling me poor to ould 
M'Bride — ^you can say what I can't say. 

Carv. Certainly, certainly } and you 
may depend on me. — I shall speak my 
decided opinion; and I fancy M*Bride 
has sense enough to be ruled by you. 

O'Bla. I'm sure he has — only there's 
a Randal Rooney, a wild young man, in 
the case. — I'd be sorry the girl was 
thrown away up5n Randal. 

Carv. She has too much sense — the 
father will settle that, and I'll settle the 
father. (Carver going.) 
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O'Bla. [FoUowing, aside.) And who 
has settled you ? 

Carv. Don't stir — don't stir — men of 
business must be nailed to a spot — and 
I'm not ceremonious. (Exit Carver.) 

O'Sia. Pinned him, by all that's 
diver ! — {Exit O'BIaney.) 



SCENE III. 

Mrs. Carver's Dressing Boom. 
Mrs. Carver sitting at work. — Bloomsbury 



Bloom. Certainly, Ma'am, what I 
always said was^ that for the commonalty 
there's no getting out of an Irish cabin a 
girl fitto be about a iady such as you, Mrs. 
Carver, in the shape of a waiting maid or 
waiting maid's assistant, on account they 
smell so of smoke, which is very distress- 
ing; but -this Honor M'Bride seems a 
C3 
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bettermost sort of giri. Ma'am ; if you can 
. make up your mind to her vice. 

Mrs. Carv. Vice f — 

Bioom. That is, vicious pronoimcift- 
tions ia regard to their Irish brogues. 

Mrs. Carv. Is that all ? — I am quite 
accustomed to the accent. 

Bloom. Then, Ma'am, I declare now, 
I've been forced to stuff my hears with 
cotton woo! hever since I corned to Ire- 
land.— But this here Honor M'Bride has 
a mighty pretty vice, if you don't take 
exceptions to a little nationality ;-^nor 
she is not so smoke-dried — she's really a 
nice tidy looking-like girl considering. 
— I've taken te& with the family often, 
and they live quite snug for Hirish, — I'll 
assure you. Ma'am, quite bettermost 
people for Hibcroiaus, as yon always said. 
Ma'am. 

Mrs.' Carv. I have a regard for old 
Matthew, tho' he is something of a miser, 
I fear. 

Bloom. So, Ma'am, shall I call the 
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girl up, that we may see and talk to her ? 
r—l think Ma^am, you'll find she will do ; 
and I reckon to keep ber uoder my own 
eye and adrice from morning till night 
— ^for nhea I seed the girl so willing to 
larn, I quite tooked a fancy to her, I own 
— as it were. 

Mrs. Carv. Well, Bloomsbury, let me 
see this Honor M'Bride. 

Bloom. {Calling.) One of you there ! 
please call up Honor M'Bride. 

Mrs. Carv. She has been waiting a 
great while, I fear; I don't like to keep 
people waiting. 

Bloom. (Watching for Honor as she 
speaks.) Dear heart, Ma'am, in this here 
country, - people does love waiting for 
waiting's sake, that's sure — they got no- 
thing else to do — Oh Honor — walk in. 
Honor — rub your shoes always. 

Enter Honor, timidly. 
Mrs. Carv. {In an encouraging voice.) 
Come in, my good girl. 
Bloom. Oh child, the door !— the peo- 
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p]es never shut a door ia Ireland ! Did 
not I warn you ? — says I, *' come when. 
" you're called — do as you're bid — shut 
" the door after you, and you'll never be 
" chid" — now what did I tell you, child ? 

Honor. To shut the door after me 
when I'd come into a room. 

Bloom. When Fd come — now that's 
not dic'snary English. 

Mrs. Carv. Good Bloomsbury, let that 
pass for the present — come a little nearer 
to me, my good girl. 

Honor. Yes, Ma'am. 

Bloom, Take care of the china pyra- 
mint with your cloalc — walk on to Mrs.' 
Carver — no need to be afraid — I'll stand 
your friend. 

Mrs. Carv. I should have thought 
Honor M'Bride, you were in too com- 
fortable a way at home to think of going 
into service. 

Honor. (Sighs.) No better father, nor 
brother, nor (than) I have. Ma'am, I 
thank your Ladyship; but some things 
come across. 
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Strs. Carv. {Asitk.) Oh it is a blush- 
ing case I see — I must talk to her alone 
by and by. (^^ucf.) I don't mean, my good 
girl, to pry into your family afiiura. 

Sorter. Oh Ma'am, yoa'retoogood.— • 
(^ft(/f.) the kind-hearted lady — how Hove 
her already. {She wipes the tears from her 
ofes.) 

Bloom. Take care of the bow-pot at 
your elbow, child ; for if you break the 
necks of them moss roses — 

Honor. I ax their pardon. 

Mrs. Care. Better take the flower-pot 
out of her way, Bloomsbnry. 

Bloom. {Moving the^fioaxr-pot.) There 
now — but Honor, keep your eyes on my 
lady — never turn your head, and keep 
your hands always afore you, as I shew 
you — rMa'am, she'll larn manners in time 
— Lon'on was not built in a day. — It 
i'n't to be expected of she !^ 

Mrs. Carv. It is not to be expected 
indeed that she should learn every thing 
at ooce — so one thing at a time, good 
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BIoomsbDry— and one person at atim«. — 
Leave Honor to me for the present. 

Bloom. Certainly, Ma'am j I beg par- 
don — I was only saying — 

Mrs. Carv. Since it is, it seems, neces- 
sary, my good girl, that you should leave 
home; I am glad that you are not too 
proud to go into service. 

Hottor. Oh into your service. Ma'am J 
— I'd be too proud if you'd be kind 
enough to accept me. 

Mrs. Carv. Then as to wages ; what 
do yon expect P 

Honor. Any thing at all you please 
Ma'am. 

Bloom. {Pressing down her slumlder.) My 
lady, always — and where's yonr curtsy ? 
— ^we shall bring these Irish knees into, 
training by and by, I hopes. 

Honor. I'm awk'ard and strange. 
Ma'am — I never was from home afore. 

Mrs. Carv. Poor girl — we shall agree 
very welt, I hope. 

Honor. Oh yes, any thing at alt. 
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Ma'am«-my laAfy I'm not greody— nor 
needy— thanks above ! — bat it'fi what I'd 
wish to be under your protection if it 
was plasing, and I'll do my Ttty best. 
Madam. {Curtnes.) 

Mrs. Carv. Nobody can expect moK, 
and I hope and trust yoa'll find mine an 
easy place>— BloomBbury, you will tell her 
what will be required of her — {Mrs. Carr. 
looks at her watch.) At twelve o'clock I 
shall be returned from my walk, and then. 
Honor, yon will come into my cabinet 
here, I want to say a few words to you. 
(Exit Mrs. Carver.) 

Honor. Yes, Ma'am, — ^thank you. 
Ma'am. (Honor /ofiloomsbary.) Howiw/f 
I knowj Miss Bloomsbury, when it wiH 
be twelve o'clock. 

Bloom. Yoo'll hear the clock strike- 
but I suspect you'se don't understand 
the clock yet — well, you'll hear the work- 
men's belt. 

Honor. I know, Ma'ara, oh 1 know, 
true — only I was flurried, so I forgot. 

Bloom. Flurried 1 but never be flur- 
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ried — now miad aad ke^ your head 
up<»i your shoulders, while I tell you all 
your duty — you'll just ready this here 
room, your lady's dressing-room ; not a 
partico/ of dast let me aever find, patti- 
clarly behind the vindor shuts. 

Honor. Vindor shuts! — where, Ma'am. 

Bloom. The shuts of the vindors — did 
you never hear of a vindor> child. 

Honor. Never, Ma'am. 

Bloom. {^Pointing to a window.) Don't 
tell me ! — why, you're head is a wool-ga- 
tberiog ! — now mind me, pray — see here, 
always you put that there, — and this here, 
and that upon that, — and this upon this, 
and this under that, — and that under this 
— you can remember that much, child, I 
supposes ? 

Honor. I'll do my endeavor. Ma'am, 
to remember all. 

Bloom. But, mind now ! my good 
girl, you takes petticlar care of this 
here pyramint of japanned china — and 
very petticlar care of that there great 
joss — and the verif most pattictdarest 



Cno^k' 



A DRAMA. 41 

care of this here right reverend Mando- 
Jene. {Pmnting'loajid touching a Manda- 
riUf so as io make it shake. Honor starts 
back.) 

Bloom. Iti'ntalire. Silly child, to start 
at a mandolin shaking his head and beard 
at you. — But, oh I mercy, if there in't 
enough to make him shake his bead. — 
Stand there! — stand herel^now don't 
you see f 

Honor. Which, Ma'am. 

Bloom. " Which, Ma'am .'" you're 
no witch, indeed, if you don't see a 
cobweb as' long as my arm. Run, run, 
child, for the Pope's head. 

Honor. Pope's head. Ma'am ? 

Bloom. Ay, the Pope'a head, w'ich 
you'll fmd uhder the stairs. — Well, a'nt 
you gone i nhat do you stand there, like 
a stuck pig, for ? — Never see a Pope's 
headP — 'never 'ear of a Pope's head f 

Honor. I've heard of one. Ma'am — 
with the priest — but we are protestants. 

Bloom. Protestants ! what's that to 
do? I do protest, I beliere, that Httle 
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head of joHn is someway got wrong on 
your shouiden to day. 

{The c&xk strikes — HonoTj wA* ^ 
close to it J starts.) 

Bloom. Start again ! — vihft you're all 
starts and fits. Ner«r start, child ! so ig- 
noramus like ! 'tis only the clock in your 
ear, — tweke o'clock, hark !— The bell 
will ring now in a hurry. — Then you goes 
in there to my lady — stay, yoo'll never 
be able, I dare for to say, for to open 
the i^oT withoQt me ; for I opine, yott 
are not'much usen'd to brass locks in 
Hirisli cabins — Can't be expected — See 
here then 1 You turns the lock in your 
hand this' n ways — ^the lock, mind now; 
not the bey nor the bolt for your life, 
child, else you'd bolt your lady in, and 
there'd be my lady in lob's pound, and 
tbere'd be a pretty kettle offish ! — So you 
keep, if you can, all I said to you in 
your head if possible — and you goes in 
tbere^-aad I goes out here. 

{Exit Bloomsbury.) 

Honor. {Curt^ng.) Thank ye. Ma'am. 
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Then ali this time I'm sensible IVebeen 
beharittg and looking ^tle better then 
like a fool, or an innocent. —'Bttt I hop6 
X won't be so bad' when the lady shall 
speak to me. {Tke beU HTtgs.) Oh, the 
bell sBininoos me in here, — {SfieaAs wk& 
her hand en the lock of the doer.) The 
lock's my enoogb — I hope I'll take cou- 
rage — [sighs.) — Asier to spake before one 
nor two, any way — zni asier tin times to 
the mistress than the maid. 

{Ezii Honor.) 



SCENE IV. 

The Highroad — J Cottage in view — Turf- 
stack, Hay -rick, 8Cc. 

Catty Rooney alone, walking backwards 
andforrvards. 

CtUty. 'Tis but a stone's throw to 
BallynaTogue. But I don't like to be 
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going into the fair c^-fut [on foot), when 
I been always used, to go in upon my 
pillion behind my husband when living, 
and my son Banda^after his death. — 
Wait, who comes here? — 'Tis Gerald 
O'Blaney's, the distiller's, young man, 
PatCoxe: now we'll lam all — and whe- 
ther O'Blaney can lend me the loan of a 
horse, or no. — ^A good morrow to you 
Itindly, Mr. Pat Co3(e. 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Fat. And you the same, Mrs. Roo- 
ney, tinfold. — Mr. 0*Blaney has bis sar- 
viccs to you. Ma'am. — No not his. sot- 
vices, but his compliments, that was the 
word, — ^his kind compliments, thatwas 
the very word. 

Catfy. The counshillor'^B always very 
kind to me, and genteel. 

Pat. And was up til) past two in the 
morning, last night. Madam, he bid me 
say, looking over them papers you left 
with him for you shatt. Ma'am, with 
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the M'Brides, aboat the bit of Ballyna- 
scraw bog; and if you call upon the 
counshiUor in the course of the morning, 
be']l iind, or makey^ minute, for a con- 
sultation, he says.—But mane time, to 
take no step to compromise, or make it 
up, for your life. Ma'am. 

Catty. No fear, I'll not give up at 
law, or any way, to a M'Bride, while 
I've a drop of blood in my veins — and - 
its good thick Irish blood runs in these 
veins. 

Pat.. No doubt. Ma'am — from the 
kings of Ireland, as all the world knows, 
Mrs. Rooney.. 

Catty. And the M'Brides have no 
blobd at-all-at-all. 

Pat. Not a drop. Ma'am — so they 
can't stand before you. 
. Catty. They ought not, any way ! — " 
What are they?- Cromwellians at the 
best. — Mac Brides ! — Macks — Scotch !— 
not Irish native — at-atl-at-all. —People 
of yesterday, graziers and miiskroons — 
(mushrooms) — which tho' they've made 
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the money, can't bay the blood.— ^-My 
anshestors sat on a throne, when the 
M'Brides had only their hunkers * to sit 
upon { ajid if I walk now when they rtdc^ 
tbey can't look down upon me — for every 
body knows who I am-— and what they are. 

Pat. To be sure, Ma'am, they do— 
the whole couotry talks of nothings else 
but the shame when you'd be walking 
qod they ridhigi. 

Gattjf,. Then oould the counehillor 
lend me the horse. 

Pat. WiEhi «U the pleasure in life, 
Mft'aoiionly every horse he has in llie 
world, is out o' messages, and draw- 
ing turf, and one thing or another to day 
—and he is very sorry. Ma'am. 

Catty. So am- I then-n-I'm unlucky 
the day. — But I wjon-'t be saying 8o, for 
fear of spreading ill' lock on my faction. 
— PrajF now what kind of a &ic is it? 
Would there be any g<!>od signs of a light, 
Mr. Pat Cose ? 

•■ "Ilwir hiHiiien, i. e. their hwa. 
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Pot. None ki life as y«t^ Ma'aBi, — 
Qnly just buyiog and seUiug. Tbe horse>/ 
bastes, and honied-cattle, and pigs squeak- 
ing, has It ail to themselves.— But its 
early times yet,-T— it won't be long so. 

Catty. No M'Brides, no Ballynavogne 
boys gathering yet } 

Pat. None tci signify of the M'BritieS} 
Ma'am, at all. 

Catty.. Then U& plain them M'Bricles 
dare not be shewing their £u;eft, or even 
their backs, in Ballynavog«e.— But sure 
fdl our Ballyna«;raw-boys» the Roonicsi 
are in it as usual> I hope. 

Pat. Oh, Ma'am, there is plioty of 
Roanies.— I- marked Big Briny of Claon* 
andUIick.of Eliogar^, and tittles Char- 
ley of Kiltaspugbrone. - 

Catty, All good men *-^no better.—^ 
Prais_e be wh^re due. 

Pat. And scarce a. Mac Bride I no- 
ticed-^But the father aod8o,n^ould Mftt* 
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their, and flourishing Phil, was in it, 
with a new pair of boots and the silver- 
hilted whip. 

Catty. The spalpeen I turned into a 
buckeen, that would be a squireen, — 
bat can't. 

Pat. No, for the father pinches him. 

Catty. That's well — and that oold 
Matthew is as obstinate a neger as ever 
fomished his stomach. — 'What's he doing 
in Ballynavogue the day ? 

Pat. Standing he is there, in the fair- 
green, with his score of fat bullocks, 
that he has got to sell. 

Catty. Fat bullocks ! Them, I reckon 
will go towards Honor M'Bride's por- 
tion, and a great fortin she'll be for a 
poor man — but I covet none of it for me 
or mine. 

Pat. I'm sure of that, Ma'am, — ^you 
would not demane yourself to the likes. 

Catty. Mark me, Pat Coxe, now- — 
with all them fat bullocks at her back, and 
with all them fresh roses in her cheeks — 
and I don't say but she's a likely girl, if 
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sbe wa'nt a Mac Bride. — Bat with alt 
that> and if' she was the best spinner i a 
the ,tbree counties, and I don't say but 
i^e's good, if she wa'nt a Mac Bride>-^ 
twit was she the best of the best, and th« 
fairest of the fairest, and had she to boot, 
the two stockings full of gould. Honor 
M'Bride shall nerer be brought home, 
a daughter-in-law to me. — My piide'i 
up ! 

Pat. {Aside.) And I'm instracted to 
keep it np.~~— {Aloud.) True, for ye. 
Ma'am, and I, wish that all had u 
much proper pride, as ought to be hav- 
ing it. 

Cattif. , There's maning in yonr eye, 
Pat — give it tongue. 

Pat. If you did not hear it, I suppose 
there's no truth in it. 

Catty. What ?— which ?— 

Pat. That your son Randal, Mrs. 
Rooney, is not of your way of thinking 
about Honor M'Bride, -may-be's. 

Catty. T»t! — No matter what way 
of thinking he is — A young slip of a boy 
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li^e him. does not kww what he'Jl think 
to-morrow. — He's a good son to me, and 
in legard to a wife, one girl vill do him 
«s wdl as uiother, if he has. any siniet— 
and I'll find him a>giEl that will ^ase 
him, I'll engage. 

Pa/. May be so. Ma'am — no fear- 
only boys do like to be plasing them- 
selves, by times — and I noticed some- 
thing. 

Cati^. Wha did you notice I — till 
iqe, PiU, dear, quick. 

Pat. No — 'tis bad to be meddling 
and remitfkiog to get myself ill-will — so 
I'll keep myself to myself; — for Randal's 
ready enough with his hand, as you with 
the tongue, — no offence, Mrs. Roooey, 
Ma'am, . 

Catty. Niver fear — only tilt me the 
truth, Pat, dear. 

Fat. Why then, to the best of my 
epinion, I seen Honor M' Bride just now, 
giving Randal Rooney the meeting be- 
hind the cbapel ; and I seen him patting 
a ring on her finger. 
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Catty. (CUufitng her hands.)-^hy 
ihiirder ! — Oh ! the uonat'ral moosters 
that love naalces <^ these youngs men; and 
the traitor to' use me aok when he pro^ 
mised he'd nerer make a stol'n match 
unknown'st to me. 

Pot Oh; Ma.*aiD» I ddn't say*-^! 
ivQulda't swear it'6 anatlcb— 3ret 

Caiij/. Then I'Jl run down and slop 
it — aod catch 'em. 

Pat. Y<m haven't your jodc on. 
Ma'am— {.rAtf <«mr ttwatds the h9itse).r-~- 
and its. no aie — for you won't calt4i 'oik 
— I seen them after, turning the back 
way into Nick Flahra-ty's. 

Cattjf. Nick Flaherty's, the pnUi- 
can's? — oh, the sinners !~and this is the 
siunt, tb^ Honor M'Bride woidd be paas< 
ing herself npon us for. — And all the 
edioation she got at Mrs. Carver's San- 
d f scheoK — Oh, this comes of being 
better than one's neighbors — a fine thing 
to tell Mrs. Carver, the English lady, 
that's so nice and so partial to Miss 
D S 



,G(K)'il>J 



Si LOVE AND lAWj 

Honor M'Bride.-—— Oh, I'll expose 
her. 

Pat. Oh snre, Mrs. Rooney, you 
promised -you'd not tell. — {Standing so as 
to stop Catty.) 

Calli/. Is it who told me— ^no — I 
won't mibtion a sintence of your name. 
—But let me by — I won't be put off 
now I've got the scent. — I'll hunt 'era out, 
and drag her. to shame if they're above 
ground ; or my name's not Catty Rooney. 
— Mick — Mick ! little Mick— {calUng at 
the cottage door) — Bring my blue- jock np 
the road after me to Baltynavogue. — 
Don't let me count three till you're after 

me, or I'll bleed ye! {Exit Catty, 

shaking her chsed hand, and repeating) 
I'll expose Honor M'Bride — I'll expose 
Honor! I will, by the blessing ! 

Pat. (Jlone.) Now, if Randal Roo- 
ney would hear, he'd make a jelly of me, 
and how I'd trimble ! or the brother, if 
he corned across me, and knewed. — But 
they'll nirer know. — Ob, Catty won't 
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say a sintence of my name, was she 
carded t — No, Catty's a sconld, but hai 
a -conscience. — ^Tben I like conscience 
in them I have to dale with cartainly. 
{Exit.) 



£ND OF ACT I. 
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ACT n. 



Gerald O'Blaney's Cotmting-ffouse. 

O'BliiDey, alone. 

O'Bla. Then I wonder that ould 
Matthew M'Bride is not here yet. — But 
is not this Pat Coxe coming up yonder ? 
Aye. — Well Pat, what success with 
Catty ? 

Enter Pat Coxe, panting. 

Take breath, man alive — What of Catty ? 
Pat. Catty ! Oh, mnrder ! — No time 
to be talking of Catty, now ! — Sure the 
shuper-vizor's come to town. 

I , i-,Gootjl>j 



O'Bla. Blood! — and the malt that 
has not paid duty in the cellar! Run, 
for your life, to the back-yard, gire a whis- 
tle to call all the boys that's ricking o' 
the tarf, away with 'em to the celtat, 
^ut with every sack of malt that's in it, 
through the back- yard, throw all into the 
middle of the turf-stack, and in the wink 
of an eye build up the rick over all, snoog 
(snug). 

Pat. I'll engage we'll have it done 
in a crack. {Exit Pa^.) 

O'Bla. {Cailing after hir».)~-Pat\ Pat 
Coxe, man! 

Re-enter Pat. 

CBla. Wonld there be any fear of 
any o' the boys ir^ormin? 

Pat. Sooner cut their ears otf ! 

[Exit Pat.) 

Enter Old M' Bride, ht the opposite side. 

Old M'B. {Speaking in a sbw, drawUng. 
brogue.) Would Mr. Gerald O'Slaney, 
the counsellor, be within ? 
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O'Bla. (Siaick brogue.) Oh, my best 
fneod, Matthew M'Bride, is it you, 
dear i — then here's Gerald O'Blaney, al- 
ways at your sarvice. But shake hands, 
for of all men in Ireland, you are the 
man I was aching' to lay my eyes on.— 
And, in the fair did ye happen to meet 
Carver of Bob's Fort? 

OldM'B. {Speaking very slowb/.) Aye, 
did I — and he was a^talking to me, and 
I was a-ialking to him— and he's a very 
good gentleman, Mr. Carver of Bob's Fort 
— so he is — and a gentleman that knows 
' how things shonid be ; and he has been 
giving of me, Mr. O'BIaney, a great ac- 
count of you, and how you're thriving ia 
the world — and so as that. i 

O'Bla. Nobody should know that 
better than Mr. Carver of Bob's-Fort — 
be knows all my affairs. — He is an unde- 
niable honest gentleman, for whoni I 
profess the highest regard. 

Old M'B. Why then he has a great 
opinion of you too, counsellor — for he 
has been advising of, and telling of me. 
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O'BIaney, of your propoBhal, Sir — aod 
very sio'sible I am of the honor done by 
yoa to oar family. Sir — and condescen- 
sion to the likes of us — tbo' to be sure* 
Honor M'Bride, though she is my 
dao^bfep, is a match for any man. ' 

O'Bla. Is a match for a prince — a 
Prince Ragent even. — So no more about 
condescenscion> my good Matthew, — for 
love livels fdl distinctions. 

Old M'B. That's very prilty of you, 
to say so^ Sir; aod I'll repeat it to 
Honor. 

O'Sla. Cupid is the great livelier, afler 
all, aod the only democrat Daily on 
earth I'd bow to — for I know you are ho 
democrat, Mr. M'Bride,^ but quite and 
clanetfae contrary nay. 

Old M'B. Quite and clane and 8ti£f 
—I thank my God, and I'm glad in 
spite of the vowel before your name, Mr 
O'Kaney, to hear you are of the same 
kidney.. 

O'Bla. I'm happy to- find nyself 
ttgreeable to yQU» Sic 
D3 
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Old M'B. But, however agreeable to 
me, as I won't deny, it niigfat be. Sir, 
to see my girl made into a gentlewoman 
hf maniage, I must observ* to yoa- -■ 

O'Bla. And I'H keep bet a jaunting 
car to ride about the conntiy-r— and in 
another year, as my fortime's rising, my 
wife should rise with it into a coach of 
her own. 

Old M'B. Oh ! if I'd live to sec my 
child, my Honor, in a coach of her 
own ! — I'd .be too happy, oh,. I'd die 
content. 

O'Bla. {Aside.) No fear \^Aloud.)~ 
And why should not she ride in her own 
ooach. Mistress Counsellor O'Bianey, and 
look out of the windows down upon the 
Roonies, that have the insolence to look 
up to her. 

Old M'B. Ah I you know that then. 
—That's all that's agaiust us. Sir, in this 
match. 

O'Bla. But if ^u are against Randal, 
no fear. 

Old M'B. I am against biih — that is. 
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against his famiily, and alt liis seed, breed, 
and geD^atioQ. — Bot I would not break 
my daughter's heart if I could help it. 

O'Ma. Wheugh ! — hearts don't break 
in these days, like chtoa. 

Old M'JB. This is my answer, Mr. 
O'Blaney, Sir, — You have my lave, but 
you must have her's too. 

O'Bla. I would not fear to gain that, 
in due time, if you would stand my 
friend in forbidding her the sight of 
Bandat. 

Old M'B. I will with pleasure, that 
— ^for tho' 1 won't force her to marry to 
plase me, I'U forbid her to. marry to dis- 
plase me; >and when I have said i^ 
whatever it is, I'll be obeyed. — {Strikes 
A» stick on the ground.) 

O'Bla. That's all I ax. 

Old M'B. But now what settlement, 
GoanshllloF, will you make on my girl ? 

O'Bla. A hundred a year — I wish t« 
be liberal — Mr, Carver will see to that-> 
he knows all my alFairs, ns I suppose ha 
was telling you. 
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Old M'JB. He was— I'm satisfied, and 
I'm at a word myself always. Yoa heard 
me Dame my girl's portion. Sir i 

O'Sla. I can't say — I didn't mind — 
'Twas no object to me in life. 

Old M'B. {In a very low, mysterious 
tone, and slow brogue.) Tlien five hundred 
guineas is some object to most min. 

O'Bla. Certainly, Sir — but not such an 
object as your daughter to me i since we 
are got upon business, however, best settle 
all that , out of the way, as you say, at 
' once. Of the five hundred, I have two in 
my hands already, which yoa can make 
over to me with a stroke of a pen. {Rising 
guic&hf, and getting pen, itikt and books.) ■■ 
■ Old M'B. {Speaking very sloxvly.) Stay 
a bit — no hurry. Id life — in' business — 
'tis always most haste, worse speed. 

O'Bla. Take your own time, my good • 
Matthew — I'll be as slow as yon plase— 
only love's quick. 

Old M'B. Slow and sure — love and 
all^fast bind, fast find — three and two, 
what does that make P 
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O^Bia. It used to make five before I 
was in love. 

CHd M^B. Aad will the same after 
you're married and dead — what am I 
thinkiug of? — a score of buHocks I bad 
in the fair — half a score sold rn my 
pocket, and owing half — that's John Do- 
lan, twelve pound, tin — and Charly Duffy 
nine guineas, and thirteen tin pinuies, 
And a five-penny bit-:— stay then, pat that 
to the hundred guineas in the stocking at 
home. 

O'Sla. {Mide.) How he makes my 
mouth water. (Aloud.) May be, Matthew, 
I could, that am used to it, save you the 
trouble of counttDg. 

Old M'B, No trouble jn life to me 
ever to count my money — only I'll trou- 
ble you. Sir, if you plase, to lock that 
door; had to be chinking and spreading 
money with doors open^ for walls has 
ears and eyes. 

O'Sla. True for you. [Rising, and gO' 
'ing to lock the doors.) 
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(Old Mac Bride mith great dl^culty, 
and very slatvly, drawt out of his 
pocket his bag of mon£y'~~looking 
first at one door, and then- at the 
othevt and going to tnf akether they 
are hcked, b^ore he tmtiet his bag.) 
Old M'B. (Spreads and counts his 
money and notes.) See me dow, I wrote 
on some scrap somewhere 5^. io notes — 
then hard cash, twioty pounds — rolled 
up silver and gould> which is -scarce — but 
of a hundred pounds, there's wanting 
iburteen pounds odd, I think, or soine- 
tfatng that way — for Phil and I had oor 
breakfast otit of a one pound note of 
Finlay's, and I put the change some- 
where — besides a .ribbon for Honor, 
which makes a deflciency of fourteen 
pounds, seven shillings and two pence — 
that's what's deficient— -count it which 
way you will. 

O'Bla. (Going to sweep the inoney<^the 
table.) Oh never mind the deficiency 
— I'll take it for a hundred plump. 
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OldM'B. {Slef^ng hhn,) Plyoip me, 
no plumps — I'll have it exAct, or not at 
all — I'll not part it, so let nie see it again. 

O'Bia. {Jsidct with a deep sigh, almost 
a groan.) Ob I when I had bad it in my 
fist— almost — but 'tis as hard to get mo- 
il^ out of this man, as blood out of • 
birnip; and I'll be lost to-night. withoat 
it. 

QU M'B. Tis not exact — and I'm 
exact — I'll put it all up again — {he 
puts it deliberately into the bag again, 
■ tkntsting tlte bag into his pockety—I'll 
make it up at home my own way, and 
send it in to you by Phil in an hour's 
time, for I could not sleep sound with so 
much in my house — bad people tdiout — 
safer with you in town — Mr. Carver says, 
you are as good as the Bank of Ireland — 
there's no going beyond that. {Buttomjig 
up his pockets.) — So you may unlock the 
doors and let me out now — I'll send Phil 
with all to you, and you'll give him a bit 
of a receipt, or a token that would do. 

CBIa. I shall give a receipt by all 
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means — all regular ; — short accounts 
make loDg friends. (Unlocks the door^) 

Old M'B. Tnie Sir, and I'll come in 
and see about the settlemenU in the 
morning, if Honor is agreeable. 

O'Sla. I shall make it my busin&Bs to 
wait apon the young lady myself on the 
wings of love; — and 1 trust I'll not find 
any remains of Rsmdal Booney in hec 
head. 

Old M'B. Not if I can help it, depend 
on that. (TV? ^^^^e hands.y 

O'Sla. Then fare ye well, &ther-in- 
law — that's meat and drink to me— 
would not ye take a glass of wine then }■ 

Old M'B- Not a drop — not a drop at 
all — with money about me, I must be in 
a harry home> 

O'Sla. That's true— so best — recom- 
mind me kindly to Miss Honor, and aay^ 
a great dale. about my impatience — and 
ru be expicting Phil, and won't shut up- 
till he comes the night. 

Old M'B. No don't— for he'll>be with 
you before night-fall. {Exit M'Bride.) 
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(ySta. {Calling.) Dan! open the door 
there — Dan 1 Joe I open the door smart 
for Mr. M'Bride. {O'Blaney rubbiiig his 
hands.) Now I think I may pronounce 
myself made for life — success to my 
parts !^— and here's Pat too ! — well Pat 
Coxe, what news of the thiog in hand ? 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Pat. Out of hand ckine! — that job*s 
liately done — the turf-rick Sir's buitt up 
direr, with the malt snug in the mid- 
dle of its stomach — so were the shuper- 
vishora conjurer even, barring he'd dale 
with the ould one, he'd never, suspict a 
sentence of it. 

O'Bla. Not he— he's no conjurer— 
many'a the dozen tricks 1 played him 
' afore now. 

Pat. But, Counshillor, there's the big 
veshel in the little passage — I got a hint 
Jrom a friend, that the shaper got infor-' 
mation of the spirits in thiU from some 
villain. 
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O'Bla. And do you think I don't 
li;iiow » trick for that loo ? 

Fat. Nodoubt — still, Counshillor, I'm 
in dread of my life that that great big 
veshel won't be imptied in a harry. 

O'Bla. Won't it? — but y«»'il see it 
will tho'} and what's more, them spirits 
will turn into water for the Ehupervishor. 

Pat. Water! how? 

O'Bla. Asy — the ould tan-pit that's 
at the back of the distiHei^. 

Pat. I know — what of it ? 

O'Bla. A eaorefe pipe I've got fixed 
to the big veshel, and the pipe goes under 
the wall for me into the. tan-pit, and a 
sucker I have in the big veshel which I 
pull open by a string in a crack, and 
lets all off all clane into the tan-pit. 

Pat. That's capital — but the water ? 

0*Bla. From the pump, another pipe 
— and the girl's pumping asy. for she's . 
to wash to-morrow, and knows nothing 
about it; and so the big veshel she fills 
with water, wondering what ails the 
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water that it don't come — and I set one 
boy and anoti^r to help her-— aad the 
pump's bewitcbed, amd that's tdl — so 
that's settled. 

Pat. And cleverly. Oh counshiUor, 
we are a match for the shoper any day, 
or ni^t. 

O'Bta. For him and all his tribe, cours- 
ing cheers and all. I'd desire no better 
■port, than to hear the whole pack in fall 
cry after me, and I doubling, and doub- 
ling, and safe at roy form at last. "V^itb 
you, Pat, my precious, to drag the herring 
over the ground previous to the hunt, 
to distract the scent, and defy the noK <^ 
the dogs. 

Pat. Then I'm proud to sarre yoU| 
CoanshillcHr. 

O'Bla. 1 knbw you are, and a very 
honest boy. And what did you do for 
me, with Catty Rooney i 

Pat. The best—Oh I its I blarm/'d 
Catty to the skies, and then egged her on, 
and ^gravated her against theM'Brides, 
till I left her as mad as e'er a one in Bed- 

% 
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lam — up to any thing ! and fall Ult she^ 
off to Flaherty's^ the pubUcan, in her blae 
jock — where she'll not be long afore she 
- kicks ap a quarrel, I'll engage — for sha'i 
sarching the house for Honor M'Bride, 
who is not in it — and giving bad langnage,^ 
I warrant, to all the M*Bride facUoD, 
who if in it, drinking. Oh 1 trust Gatl;y's 
tongne for breeding a rioti In halfaa 
hour, I'll warrant, you'll have as fine a 
fight in town as ever ye seen or hard. 

O'Bla. That's iligantly done, Pat. 
Bat I hope Randal Rooney ii in it 9 

Pat. Id the thick of it be is, or will 
be.-— So I hope your honor did not for- 
git to spake to Mr. Carver about that 
Uttle place for me. 

O'Bla^ Forgit !— Do I forgit my own 
1 nanie> do yon think? Sooner focgit that 
then my promises. 

Pat. Oh ! I beg yoar honor's par- 
don — I would not doubt your word ; and 
to make matters sure, and to make Catty 
cockahoop, I tould her, and sworeto her, 
there was not a M'Bride in the town 
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bnt two, and there's twioty, more or 
less. 

fySla. And wben she sees them twinty, 
moreorl^s, what will she think ? — Why 
would you say that, she might find you 
ont in a lie next minute, Mr. Overdo ? 
*Tis dangerous for a young man to be 
telling more lies than is absolutely re- 
quisite. The lie-supen^uous brings many 
an honest man, and, what's more, many a 
diver fellow into a scrape — and that's 
' yonr great fau't, Pat. 
Pat: Which, Sir? 

OfSla. 7%af,Sir. I don't see yon often 
BOW take a glass too much. — But, Pat, I 
hear you often still are too apt to indulge 
in a lie too much. 

Pat. Lie ! Is it I ? — Whin upon my 
conscience, I niver to my knowledge, 
tould a lie in my life, since I was born, 
excipt it would be jnst to skreen a man, 
which is charity, sure, — or to skreen my- 
self, which is self-defence, sure — and that's 
fatwful i or to oblige your honor, by par- 
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ticular desire, and t^ can't be helped, I 
suppose. 

O'Bla. 1 am not saying again all ItuU 
— only (iMfing his hand o» Pat's skaiUder at 
he is going outjj against anotiier time, aU 
Pm warning yoSi yonng iBaa» is, yoo'm 
too apt 1» think tbere never oaa be lying* 
enough. — ^Nowtootiaachof ftgood^hing; 
is £0od for nDthiog. (£rif CBfauMf.) 

Pat, ahne. 
Pat. There's what yon m^ call th» 
divil rebuking sin — and now we talk of 
the like as, I've hard Diy^ tnndtker tay^ 
that he bad De«d of a long ^teon that^ 
ates wid the di?!! — so Til look to that in 
tkne. But who's voic^ is that 1 hear- 
Gomiog up stairs I — I don't believe but it's 
Mr. Carver — only what sboiild bring bim 
back again, 1 wonder now?— Here be is^ 
an out of breath, coming- 

Enter Mr. Carver. 
Mr. Can, Vny^ yonng dmui> did you. 
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happen to see — {paiUwg for breath.) Bless 
me,l've ridden soiast back from Bob's Fort. 

FaL My raaster. Sir, Mr. 0<Blaney, 
is it ?— Will I rim P 

Mr. Carv. Ko> no— stand still tiU I 
have braatfa. What I want is> a capy ef 
a letter I dropped some where or other-^ 
iwre I think it nuist have iieen, when I 
took (ont my handkerchief— a copy of * 
letter to his ExceUency — of great conse- 
qaeoce. (Carver siix doamj and takes 
breath.) 

Pat {^arching about with officious 
hatte.) If it's above ground I'll find it. 
What's this i—an old bill. That is not it 
— wottid it be this, crampled up. — " To 
his Excellency the Lord Lieutenant of 
Ireland." 

Mr. Carv. {Snatching,) No further, for 
your life. 

Pat. Well then I was lucky I found 
it, and proud. 

Mr. Carv. And well yon may be,' 
yonngman ; for I can assure you, on this 
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leUer the fate of Ireland may depend. 
{Smoo(hirtg the letter on his knee.) 

Pat. I woatdn't doubt it — wlieo it's a 
letter of your honor's— I know your ho- 
Bor'iagrealtmanfittheCostle. AndplaM 
your honour, I take this opportunity of 
tanking your, honor, for the encourage- 
ment I ^ about that little clerk's place — 
and here's a copy of my hand-vritifog, 
I'd wish to shew your honor, to eee I'm 
O^wble — and a scholard. 

Mr. Cam. Hand-writing! Hess me, 
young man, I have no time to look at your 
band-writing. Sir. With the affairs of 
the nation on my shoulders — can yoB- 
possibly think ? — is the boy mad?— that 
I've time to revise «very poor scholar's 
copy-book ? 

Fat. I humbly beg your honor's par- 
don, bat it was only becaase I'd wish 
to shew I was not quite so unworthy to be 
uoder (whin you've time,) your honor's 
protection, «s promised. 

Mr. Carv. My protection ? — ^you are 
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a^ under 117 {tntectioa, SiP^^romised 
clerk's phtoe— I do not conceiva what 
70a are Mming a^ Sir. 

F^. The liule clerk's place^ plaso 
yenr k«DO»— 4bat ray vaster, Cowishclkar 
O'Blao^k toold mt he spoke about t» 
jovr honor, aod ww recooun^dmg me 
for to ywu honor. 

Mr. Carw. Ncrer^— never beard one 
■jrllidtile dboot it, till this moaieat. 

Pat. Oh muider 1 — but I expect your 
honor's goodaess will.— *- 

Mr. Cmv. To make your mind eaagr,, 
I promised to appoint a yoang nan to 
that place, a week ago, by Counsellor 
O'BIaney's special reconiiacDdatioD.*— So' 
tbare must be stune mistake. 

{Exit Mr. Cwrver,) 

Pat, alone. 
Pat. Mistake P aye, mistake on pur- 
pose — so he never spoke ! so he lied ! — 
vay master that was praching me I— And 
oh, the dirty lie he toald me ! Now I 
can't put up with that, when I was al- 
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most perjuring myself for him at the* 
time. Oh if I don't fit him for this ! 
At>d he got the place given to another !— 
then I'll get hina as well sarved, and oat of 
this place too — seen-if-I-don-'t! He is 
canning enoagfa, bbt I'm cater Dor he-r— 
I have him in my power, so I have i 
and I'll give the shupervisfaor a scent of 
the malt in the turf-stack — and a hint 
of the spirits in the tan-pit — and it's I, 
that ttill tike to stand by innocent, and 
see how shrank O'Blaney's double face 
will look forenentthe sbuperviahor, when 
all's found out, and not a word lefl to 
say, but to pay— rained hand and foot } 
Then that shall be, and before nightfell. — 
Oh! one good turn deserves another — 
in. revenge, prompt payment while you 
live ! {Exit.) 
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M' Bride's Cottage. 

MattliewM'BrideaW.Honor. (Malthew 
with a little Table be/are him, at Dinner.) 

Old M'B. [Pushing his plate from him.) 
1*11 take no more — I'm done — [he sighs). 

Honor. Tlien you made but a poor 
dinner,' father, after being at the fair, 
and up early, arid all ! — Take this bit 
from my hands, father dear. 

OldM'B. ( Turning azoatf sullenly.) I'll 
take nothing from you. Honor, but what 
I got already enough and — too much of— 
and that's ungratitude. 

Honor. Ungratitude! Father! then 
you don't see my heart 1 

' Old M'B. I lave that to whoever has 
it. Honor — 'tis enough for me, I see- • 
what you do — and that's what I go by. 

Honor. Oh me! and what did I do 

to ilisplase you, father ? — fHe is obsli- 

nateb/ silent s after waiting in vain for an 

E S 
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answer, she continaes) — I ihat was think- 
ing to make all happjr, [afide) but myself, 
{alcnid) by settling to keep out of tbe 
way of — all Ihat could vex you— and 
to go to sarvice, to Mrq. Carver's. I 
thought that would plase ygu, father. 

Old M'B. Is it to lave me. Honor? 
fs it that, you dtought w9uld plase me. 
Honor F To lare your father alone in 
bis oqld age, after all the slaviqg he 
got 4nd was willing to undergo, whi^t - 
erpr he had strength,' early apd late to 
make a little portion for voii, HoDor^r— 
you that I reckoned npqn for tiie prop 
^nd pride of my ould age — ^nd you ea- 
pect you'd pl^se me by It^ying me. 

Honor. Hear me just if, .pf^y then^ 
^ther. 

Old M'B. • ( Shaking her (iff" at she tries 
to caress him.) — Go then, go wber^ you 
will, and demane yourself £oing into 
sarvipe, rather tha|i stay with me — go. 

Honor. No, I'll not go. — I'll stay then 
with you, father dear, — say that will plase 

you- 
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Old M'B. (Going on mthout listening 
to ker.J' — And all for the love of this 
Randal Rooney ! Aye, you may weH put 
your two hands before yourfeccj rfyou'd 
any touch of natural affecttoa at sA\, that 
jotmg ittan would hare been the lasfe of 
all others you'd ever have thought of 
loving, or liking any way. 

Honor. Ohr tf 1 could help it! 

(XdM'B. There iris.— This is the way 
the poor fathers is always to be trated.— ^ 
They to gtre all, daughter and alt, andget 
not^iing at all, not their choree even of the 
man, the villain that's to rob 'em of alN^ 
without thanks even ; and of ail the pH^ty 
of bachelors there are in the parish- for 
the girl that has money, that daughter 
will go and pick and chuse out the 
very man the fether mislilces beyc'nd afl 
otliers, and then its '• Ok if I could help 
it. .'" — Asy talking ! 

Hoiior. But, dear fether, wasn't it 
more than talk, what 1 did ? — Oti, won't 
you Ihten to me ? 

OldM'B. I'll not heap ye; forifyou'd 
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a. grain o' spirit in your mane eomposi- 
tioDi Honor, you would take your father's 
part, and not be putting yourself under 
Catty's feet— the bad-longued woman, 
that hates you. Honor, like poison. 

Honor. If she does bate me, its att 
through love of ber own— — - - 

Old M'B. Son — aye — that she thinks 
too good for you — for job. Honor ^ you," 
the lily of Lismore — that might command 
the pride of the country. Oh, Honor 
dear, don't be lessening yourself, but be 
a proud girl as you ought, and my own 
Honor. 

HoTtor. Oh, when you speak so kind J 

Old M'B. And I beg your pardon, 
if I said a cross word, for I know you'll 
never think of him more, and no ueed to 
lave home at all for his sake. It would 
be a shame in the country, and what 
would Mrs. Carver herself think ? 

Honor. She thinks well of it, then. 

Old M'B. Then whatever she thinks, 
she shan't have my child from me! — tho* 
«he is a very good lady, and a very kind 



A DRAMA. ^9 

ioAy, too. — But see now. Honor — have 
done with love, for its all foolishness } and 
.when you come to be as ould as I am, 
you'll think so too. The shadows goes 
all one way, till the middle of the day, 
and when that is past, then all the t'other 
way i and so it is, with love, in life — stay 
till the sun is going down with you. 

Honor. Then it would be too late 
to be thinking of love, 

Old M'S. And too airly noWv ai^ 
there'^ QO good time, for its all folly. 
J*ll ax yon, will love set the potatoes?— 
will love make the 'retit?^-or, will love 
^ give you a jaunting-car ? — as to my know- 
ledge another of your bachelors would. 

Honor. Ob, don't name .him, father. 

■Old M'B. Why not — when it's his 
name that would make a lady of ypu, 
.and there'd be a rise in life, and an ho- 
jn©r to your family. 

Honor. Recollect it was he that would 
have dishonored my family, in me, if he 
could. , I 

Old M'S. But he repints OQw, and 
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wtiat can & man do, but repint, aad <^i^ 
to make honorable wftitutton, aad think- 
ing of marrying, as now, Honor dear ; — 
is not that a condescension of he, wholi 
s sort of a jantleman. 

Honor. A sort iadfied — a bad sort. 

Old M'B. Why, not jantlemao: bontf 
to besote. 

Honor. Nor bred. 

Old M'B. Well, there's many that 
«a}r, neither born nor bred, but that 
4o« very well' in the w(A4d j and tbiBk 
what it woidd be to lire in the hig shin- 
gled house, fn Ballynavogne, with him. 

Honor. Vi Tatbffl* lire here, with yoa, 
&ther. 

Old M'B. Then I thank you kindly, 
daughter, for tliat, but so would not / 
fi>r yon, — and then the jaunting-car, or a 
coach, in time, if he could ! He has 
made the prc^oshal for yon in fdrm tiiis 
4ay. 

Honor. And what answer from you, 
father ? 

Old M'B. Don't be looking so pale, — I 
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to'i^-him he bad my consint, if he could 
get yours. — And, oh ! before you •speak, 
HoDor dear, think what it would be up 
and down in Bally navogoe, and every 
other place in the county, assizes days 
and all, to be mistress Gerald CVBlaney. 

Honor. I couldn't but think very ill' 
of it, father; thinking ill, as I do, of him. 
— Father dear, say no more, don't be 
breaking my heaKt,-^I'II never have that 
man-^but 1*11 stay happy with you. 

OlAM'B. Why, then, I'll be contmt 
with that same; and who, wouldn't? — 
If it's what you'd rather stay, and- eon 
stAy cotttint. Honor deVt ^'*^ only too- 
happy. — {Embracing her — then pausing.} 
But for Randal— 

Honor. In what can you fiiu't him, 
only his being a Rooney i 

Old M'B. That's all— but that's 
enough, — I'd sooner see you in your cof- 
fiity— sooner be at your wake to-night, 
than your wedding with a Rooney. — ■ 
'T would kill me. — Come, promise me, — 
I'd trust your word — and 'twould mako 
B 3 
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me asy for life, and I'd die asy, if yooM 
promise never to haVe him. 

Honor. Never til) yon would consent, 
— that's all I can promise. ' 

Old MB. Well, that same is a great 
ase to my heart. 

Honor. And to give a little ase to 
mine, father, perhaps you could pro<- 
mise — 

OldM'B. What! I'll promise no- 
thing at all^~-['ll promise nothing at 
all — I'll promise iMthing I couldn't per- 
form. 

Honor. But this yoo could perform 
asy, dear father; — just hear your own- 
Honor. 

OldM'S. (Aside.) That voice would 
wheedle the bird off the bush' — and when 
she'd prefer me to the jaunting car, can 
I but listen to her}-— (Jloiid.) W<H, 
what! — if its any thing at all in rason. 
Honor. It is in rason entirely. — Its 

only, that if Catty Rooney's 

Old M'B. [Stopping his ears.) BonH 
name be'r. ' 
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•Honor. But she might be farooght to 
rason; father; and if she should be 'brought 
to give up that daim to the bit o'bog of 
yours, and when all differs betwix' the 
families be made up, then you would 
icoDsent. ■ 

OldM'B. When Catty Rooney's 
brought to rason ! Oh ! go shoe the gos- 
lings, dear, — aye you'll get my consint 
then. — There's my hand, I -promise you, 
I'll never be caHed on to perform that. 
Honor, jewel. 

Honor. [Kissing kis hand.) Then that's 
all I'd ask — nor wilt I say one word 
more, but, thank you, father. 

Old M'B. [Putting on his coat.) She's 
a good cratur — sorrow better ! sister oc 
daughter. Oh ! I won't forget that she 
prefarred me to the jaunting car: Phil 
shall'carry him a shivit refusal — I'll send 
off" the money, the three hundred, by 
your brother, this minute — that wilt be 
some comfort to poor O'Blaney. 

[Exit M'Bride.) 

Honor, Is not he a kind father then. 



■,Gootjl>^ 



t4 LOVi AND UWj 

after «II ? — ^Tb^ promiM be gave me 
ajbottk Catty, erea sneh as it is, bos aaad 
my heart woDderfiilly. — Oh I it wiH all 
come rigibt, and they'll all be ras<waUc 
in tine. e?ea Catty Rooney— I've great 
hope, and little hope's enough, ewa for 
lOTC to live apou— bgt, hark l-^Tbcie's 
my brother Phil ccming. — (J noisi keard 
in the bacic'houseJ.-~*T\s only tbe cow in 
the- bier. — fJ knock heard at the door J.~^ 
No, 'tifl a Cbristaan, no cow ever knocked 
so soft. — Stay till I open — Who's ia it ? 

BandaL {From wiihm.) Your awn 
Randal — open ^ick. 

lAmr. Oh ! Randal^ is it yog !-^{ 
. ffan't opea the door at-at(-at-aU- 
fShe hoids the doer — Ae pushes it ha^open.) 

Randal, Honor, thst I love more than 
life» let me in, till 1. 3peak one word to 
you, be&>re yon're set. against me for 
ever. 

Honor. No danger of thak — bat I 
can't let you in, Randal. 

Randal. Great danger ! — Honor, and 
yfou mu^t.— See you I will, if I diet foi^ it. 
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(He advmces tad she retires behind ths 
door, holding it against him.) 

Saaor. Then I won't see you this 
month again, if you do. — My hand's 
tr«ftk« but my heart's strong, Randal. 

Bandal. Then my heart's a« weak as 
axhild'a tlijs minute,— Never fear— <ton't 
hold against me,HouQr,— I'll stand Where 
I aoit since you don't trust aie„ nor lov< 
me, — and best so, may be — I only waate4 
tO'Say three w<Nrds to you. 

ffoTwr. I can't hear you now, Randal. 

Randal. Then you'll neTer bear m^ 
more. — Good by to you. Honor. 

{He pulls the door lo, aT^rihf.) 

Honor- And it's a wonder as it was 
you didn't meet my father as yon came, 
or my brother. 

Randal (Pushing the door a little cpen 
.again). — ^Your brother ! — Oh, Honor I 
that's what's breaking my heart— -jAtf 
sighs) that's what I wanted to say to 
you, and listen to me. — No fear of your 
father, he's gone down the road — ^I saw 
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hioi as I come the sliort'cut, but he 
didn't see me. 

Honor. What of my brother? — say, 
and go. ■ ■ 

Randal. Aye, go — for ever, youil 
bid me, when I've said. 
'■ Honor. What ! oh, speak, or I'll drop; 
— {She no longer holds -the door, but leans 
against a tablei — Randal -advanceSf and 
looks in. 

Sandal. Don't be frightedthen, dear* 
est- — Its nothing in life but a fight at a 
feir. — He's but little hurted. 

Honor. Hurt'cd ! — Add by who? by 

you is it? — Then aH's over. (Randal 

comes quite in — Honor, putting her hand 

be/ore her eyes!) You may come or 

go, for I'll never love you more. 

Bandal. I expiated as much ! — But 
she'll faint. 

Honor. I won't faint, — leave me, Mr-. 
Randal. 

Bandal. Take this water from me, — 
{holding acup) — its all I ask. 
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- -Honor. No need. — {she sits down) — 

But what's thb ? — [seeing his hand bound 

up) 

■■' Bandel. A cutonly. 

Honor. Bleeding — stop it. — {lufning 
from him coldly.) 

■Randal. Then by this blood — No oot 
by this worthless blood of mine'-^bui by 
that dearest blood that fled from your 
cheeks, and this minute is coming back. 
Honor, I swear. — [kneeling to her.) 

Honor. - ■ Say what you will, or sweai*, 
I don't hear or heed you. — And my fa- 
ther will come and. find "you there— And 
I don't care. . 

Sandal. -I know you don't — and I 
don't eare myself what happens me. — 
But as to Phil, its only a cut in the 
head he got; that signiftes nothing — If 
he was not your brother. — 

Honor. Once lifted your hand against 
-him, — all's over. 

Randal: Honor, I did not lift my 
-band against him, — but I was in the 
•quarrel with his faction. 
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Honor. Aadtlus jovr piomue tame 
not to be ID any qoarrel ! — ^No, if ray la- 
ther consented to-morrow, I'd niver have 
yoa no*. — {Risest ami is going— keloids 
ber.) 

Randal. Then you're wrong. Honor, 
—you've beard all against me — now hear 
wbirt's £ar me. 

Honor. I'll: hear no more,— let me 
go. 

Randal: Go then, — (Ae kU bar go, 
and turns axoay kimse{f.) — and I'm going 
before Mr. Cairer, who wiU. hear me, and 
the truth will appear — a«d ^o' not ftoon 
you. Honor, I'll have jnstice.^ 

[Exit Randal.) 

Honor. Jqstice E Ob, wofse and 
worse ! to nwke all publjcr— and, if once 
we go to law, there's an ei)<} of love— ^^ 
coer. {ExU Houor.) 
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SCENE in. 

O'Blanep's House. 

O'Btf^ney and Catty Rooney. 

Catty. And didn't ye hear it, Coun> 
^Hor 7 the uproar id the town' and the' 
riot i — oh ! yott'd think the wortd was 
throwing out at windbws. — See my jock, 
all tattered .'—Didn't ye hear? 

O'Bla. How could I hear, backwards, 
a»yoa see, from the street, and given up 
to D3y busiaess } 

Cath). Business ! oh I here is a fine 
business — tbe-M'Bridqs have driwn all 
before them, and chafed the Roonies out 
of BaltynaTogne, — \In a tone of deep de- 
spair) — Oh ! Catty Rooney ! that ever 
you'd tire to see this- day ! 

O'Bia. Then take this glass {ofering 
a glass of whiskey) to comfort your heart, 
my geed Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty. No, thank you, Counshillor, 
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its past that even ! ogh ! oghl — oh! wir- 
rastrew ! — oh ! wirrastrew, ogh ! — [JJier 
wringing her handi, andyielding to a burst 
ofsorroiv andwailingy she stands up firm- 
ly.') — Now I've ased my heart, I'll doj 
I've spirit enough leA in me yet, you'H 
see — and I'll tell you what I came to yea 
foi*. Counsellor. 

O'BU. Tell me first, is Randal Roo- 
Dey in it, and is be hurt? - . 

Catty. He was in it — he's not hart, 
more shame for him.— But, howsomever> 
he bet one boy handsomely, that's. my 
only comfort. Our faction 'a all going full 
■drive to swear ezaminatiens, and get jus* 
lice. 

O^Bla. Very proper 1 — very proper, 
swear examinations, that's the course, 
and only satisfaction in these cases to get 
justice. 

Catty. Justice ! — revenge sure — Ob ! 
revenge is sweet, and I'll have it. — ■' 
Counsellor dear, I never went before 
Mr. Carver — you .know tiirn. Sir, — wbat 
8prt is hei ... 
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O'Bla. A mighty good sort of geo- 
tieman — only mighty tiresonne. 

Catty. Aye that's what I hard — that 
he is mighty fond, of talking to people 
for their good. Now that's .what I dread, 
for I can't stand being talked to for my 
good. 

O'Bla. 'Tis little use, 1 confess. "We 
Irish, is wonderful soon tired of goodness, 
if there's no spice of fun along with it, — 
and poor Carver's soft, — and between you 
and I, he's a little bothered, — but Mrs. 
RooDey, you won't repate ? 

Catty. Repate 1 — I — I'm neither 
watch nor repater — I scorn, both — ^And 
between you and I, since you say so,^ 
Counshillor — that's my chiefest objection 
to Carver, whom I wouldn't know from 
Adam* except- by reputation. — Bo-t its 
the report of the country, that he has 
common informers in his pay and favor; 
now that's mane, and I don't like it, 

O'Bla. Nor I, Mrs. Rooney. I had 
experience of informers in the distillery 
Jine once. — The worst varmin that is ever 
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ettcetmged in any hooie or connfiry. — ' 
The very mintion of tbem mEdces me 
creep all over still. 

Catty. Then 'tis Carrer, they s^, 
that fans the oil of Rhodiam for them ; 
far they follow and lawn on him. Hire 
rats on the rat-catcher— of all sorts and 
9i«s, he has *«ni. They say, he sets 
them over, and after, one another ; and 
has lotions of them that he letf out on 
the cratnrs* cabins, to tarn how many 
grains of sidt every man takes with his 
little prates^ and bring information if a 
straw wonM be stirring. 

&Bla. Aye, and if it would, then its 
Carver that would quafce like the aspia 
Tlea(~~l know that. — Its no malice at all in 
him ; only jtist he's a mighty great poU 
troon. , .- 

Caih/. Is that all? then I'd pity and 
laugh at him, and I go to him preferably 
to any other magistrate. 

O'Bla,- You may, Mrs, Rooney — 'for 
it's in terror of his life be lives, continvtyTy 
dreming day and night, and' croaking 
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of carders and thrashers, and oak bojrB, 
^d white boys, and peep-o*-day bo^. 
Bad united boys, and ribbon-men, and 
men and boys of all sorts that have, and 
that have not been ap and down the 
country since the rebeltioo. ■ 

Catty. The poor crater I — Bfit in case 
he'd prove refraotory, and would not take 
niy eliminations,— can't I persecute my 
shute 4gain the M'Brides for the bit of 
the bog of Ballynascraw, Counshillor I — 
Can't I harash 'em at law ? 

O'fflq. Yon can. Ma'am, harash them 
property. — I've looked over your papers 
and I'm happy to tell you, you may eo on 
at law as soon and as long as you plase. 

Catty. {Speaking very 7'apidfy.) Bless 
yon for that word. Counsellor; and by 
the (irst light to-morrow, I'll drive. all 
the grazing cftule, every four-footed 
baast, off the land, and pound 'em in Bal- 
lynavogue^ and if ^ey replevy, why I'll 
distrain ^gain, if it be forty times, I will 
go. I'll go on distraining, and I'll ad- 
vertise, and I'll cant, and I'll sfjl the 
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distress at the end of the eight days. — 
And if they dare Tor to go for to put a 
ploogh in that bit of reclaimed bog, I'lt 
come down upon *em with an injunc- 
tion, and [ would not value the expinse 
of bringing down a record a pin's, pint ; 
and if that went again me, I'd remove 
it to the courts above and wilcome; and 
after that, I'd go into equity, and if the 
Chancillor would not be my friend, I'd 
take it over to the House of Lords in 
London, so I would as soon as took at 
*em, for I'd wear my feet to the knees 
for justice, — so I would. 

O'Bla. That you would — ^you're an 
elegant lawyer, Mrs. Rooney ; but have 
you the sinews of war ? 

Catty, Is it money, dear? — I have, 
and while ever I've one shilling to throw 
down to ould Matthew M'Bride's guinea, 
I'll go on; and every guinea he parts, 
will twinge his vitals; so I'll keep op 
while ever I've a fiv'-pinuy bit, to rub 
00 another — for my spirit is up. 

O'Bla. Aye, aye, so you say — Catty, 
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my dear, your bacfs asy up, but its asy 
down >gain. ' 

Catty. Not when I've been trod on 
as now, Ck>unsellor, its then I'd turn and 
fly at a body, gentle or simple, like 
mad. , 

- OBla. Well done. Catty, (patting her 
on the back). There's my own pet mad 
cat — and there's a legal venom in her 
clawsjthat every scratch they'll give shall 
fester so, do plaister in law can heal it. 

Catty. Oh, Counshillor, now, if you 
wouldn't be flattering' a wake woman. 

O'Bla. Wake woman ! — not a bit of 
wonaan'a wakeness in ye. — Oh, my cat- 
o*-cats! — Let any man throw her from 
him, which way he will, she's on her 
legs, and at him again, tooth and claw. 

Catty. With nine lives, renewable for 
ever. , (Exit Catty.) 

O'Bla. [AloTie,) There's a demon in 
woman's form set to work for me ! — Oh, 
this'' works well — and no fear that the 
Roonies and M'Brides should ever come 
.to an understanding to cut me out.— 
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Young Mr. RaoUal Rooney, vaj hombl* 
compliments to joii> and I hope you'll 
become the willoir which you'll soon 
hwe to wewr for Miss Honor M'Bride's 
pretty sake. But I wonder the brother 
a'n't come up yet with the rist of her 
fortune. (CnUs hehind Ae seenaJy^^— 
Mick? Jack? Jenny? — wkiere'sP«t?-7— r*- 
Then why don't you know i — K^n dawn 
a piece of the road towardji Ballyna- 
scr^w. — See would yon see any body' 
cominga-<-4ad bring me word would yon 
see Phil M'Bride, you know flourishing 
Phil.-— ^— Now I'm preparad. every vciy ' 
for the shuperxisbor* only I wish to have 
soni^thing gentfi^ m my fist for him* 
^nd tl (how of cash flying fthont-rr-nothwig; 
like it, t)o dUffSte the eye^, 

(iS«(0*Blaney.) 



END OF ACT 11. 
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ACT IIL 



SCENE I. 

Jin ApartmaU in Mr. Carver's House-* 
Mr. Carver "seated — a table, pens, ink^ 
paper, and law-books. — A clerk, pen in 
hand. — On the right-hand side of Mr. 
Carver, stands Mrs. Catty Rooney.- — 
Randal Rooney beside her, leaning 
■against a pillar, his arms folded. — Be- 
■hind Mrs. Rooney, three men, one re- 
markably tall, one remarkably little, — 
On the l^-hand qf Mr. Carver-^stand 
Old Matthew M*Bride, leaning on his 
stick; beside him, Philip M'Bride, with 

his sibxr-hilted whip in his hand. A 

Constable at some distance behind Mr. 
Carver's chair.— Mr. Carver looking 
iwer and placing his books, and seeming 
to speak Id his clerk. 
r 
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Catty. {Aside to her son.) See l*li take 
it asy, and be very shivel and sweet wid 
him, till I'll see which side he'll Jane, 
and how it wilt go with us, Roonies. — 
(Mr. Carver rising, leans forward with 
both his hands on the table, as if going to 
speak, looks round, and clears his throat 

loudly ) Will I spake now, plase"your 

honor ? 

Old M'B. Dacency, when yovi see 

his honor preparing hia thrp^t.-i {Mr. 

Carver clears his throat again.) 

Catty, {curtsying between each sen- 
tence.) Then I ixpect his honor will Ast 
nie justice. — I got a great character of 
his honor.-^I'd sooner come before your 
honor, than any jantleman iif all Ireland 
— I'm sure your honor will stand my 

frind. {Clerk cries, silence I) 

Mr. Carv. Misguided people Qf Bal- 

lynavogue and Baliynascraw 

At the instant Carver promxfuces tbe 
utord Ballynfivpgue, Caltycw^ner, 
and all tk? Roonies, behind her, bw, 
and answer — 
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" Here, plase your honor." 
Jnd tohfn Mr. Carver says, Ballynascravr, 

all the M'Brides tow, and reply — 

" Here, plase yon honor." 

Mr. Carv. (Speaking with pomposity, but 
cmbarrassmetU, and clearing his throat 
frequently.) — When I consider and look 
round me. gentlemen, and when I look 
round me aod consider, how long a period 
of tiniie I have had the honor to bear his 
Majesty's commiBsioD of the peace tor 
thisicouDty. 

Catty. {Curtsying.) Your home's a 
good warrant, no doabt. 

Mr. Carv. Hem ! — hem ! — also being 
a residentiary gentleman, at Bob's Fort — 
hem.l — ^hem ! — herii !— (Coag/if, and blows 
his nose.) 

Catty. {Aside to her son,) Choaking 
the cratur is, with the words he can't 
get out. — {Aloud.) Will 1 spake now, 
plase your honor ? 

Clerk. [Cries) Silence! silence! 

Mr. Carv.. And when I consider all the 
ineffectual attempts, I hare made by 
PS 
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eloquence and otherwise, to moralize and 
civilize you, gentlemen, and to eradicate 
all your heterogeneous or rebellious pas- 
sions. 

Catt^. Not a rebel, good or bad, 
among us, plase your honor. 

Clerk. Silence! 

Mr. Carv. I say, my good people of 
Ballynavogne and Ballynascraw, I stand 
here realty in unspeakable concern and 
astonishment, to notice at this fair time 
in my barony, these symptoms of a riot^ 
gentlemen, and features of a tumult. 

Catty. True, your honor, see — scarce 
a symptom of a fature lift in the face 
here of little Charley of Killaspugbrone, 
with the b'ating he got from them 
M'Brides, who bred the riot, entirely 
under Flourishing Phil, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. {Turning to Phil M'Bride.) 
Mr. Philip M'Bride, son of old Matthew, 
quite a substantial man,— I am really 
-concerned, Philip, to see you, whom I 
looked upon as a sort of, I- had almost 
said, gentleman. 

r:„i- :i-,G00t^l>J 
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Catty. Gtntleman! what sort? Is it 
because of the new topped boots, or by 
V virtue of the silver-topped whip, and the 
bit of a red rag tied about the troat, 
(throat).— Then a gentleman's asy made 
now-a-days. 

Young M'S. It seems 'tis not so asy 
any way now-a-days, to make a geiUle- 
ifvoman, Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty, [Springing forward angrily,)— 
And Is it me you mane, young man ? 

RandaL Oh mother, dear, don't b^ 
aggravating. 

Mr. Carv. Clerk, why don't ypa main* 
tain silence? 

Catty. (Pressing be/are her son.)— 
Stand back then, Randal Rooney, don't 
you hear silence — don't be brawling before 
his honor. Go back wid yourself to your 
pillar, or post, and fould your arms, and 
stand like a foot that's in love, as you are. 

1 beg your honor's pardon, but he's 

my son, and I can't help it.-^ But 

aboutourexamination,s,plase your honor, 
we're all come to swear — here's myself,* 
And tittle Charley of Killaspngbrone, and 
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big Briny of Ooone, and Ulick of Elio- 
garty' — all resdy to swear. 

Mr. Cerv. But have these gentlemen 
no tongues of their own. Madam? 

Cai^. Nb> plase yoar honor, I'lftle 
Charley has no English tongue, he has 
hone biit the DMire Irish. 

Mr. Qiro. Clerk, make oat their em* 
nunations, with a translation and niter> 
preter for Killaspngbrone. 

Catty. Plase yonr honor, I being the 
litdy, expicted I'd get lave to swear first. 

Mr. Carv. And what would you swear. 
Madam, if yon got leave, pray ?— 4>e care- 
ful now. 

Catty. 1*11 tell you how it vias out 
o* the face, plase your honor.— The 
whole Rooney faction 

Mr. Carv. Faction!— ^o such word in 
my presence. Madam. 

Catty, Oh, but I'm ready to swear 
to it, pUse your honor, in or out of the 
presence,' — the whole Rooney faction, 
every Eooney, big or little, that was in 
it, was bet, and banished the town arid 
fair of Baltynavogne, for' no rason in 
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life>'by tbem'M'Brtdes there,'them scum 
o' the earth. 

Mr. Carv. Gently, gently, my good 
Iady» no.such thing in my presence, as 
scum o' the earth. 

Catty. Well, Scotchmen, if your ho- 
nor prefars.-^But before a Scotchman, 
myself would prefar the poorest spalpeen 
-r-barring it be Phil, the buokeen — ^1 ax 
pardon, {curtsying) — if a bac)£een*s the 
more honorable. 

Mr. Carv. Irrelevant in tofo. Madam ; 
for bdckeens'and spalpeens are maimers 
or species of men, unknown to> or not 
cogniisable by the eye of the law. Against 
them, therefore, you cannot swear — but 
if you have 'any thing against -Philip 
M'Bride. 

Catty. Oh, I have plinty, and will 
swear, plase your honor, that he put me 
iti bodily. fear, and tore my j«ck, my 
bluej^it', to tatters. Oh, bythevar'tue 
of this book, [snatching tip a book) — and 
all the books that ever w«re shut or 
opened, I'll swear to the damage of five 
pounds, be the same more or less.. 
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Mr. Carv. My good lady, more or less, 
will never do. 

Catty. Forty shilliogSj any W8y, I'll 
twear to} and that's a felony^ your ho- 
nor, I hope f 

Mr. Carv. Take time, and consult 
your conscience C(mscieDtiously,iDy good 
lady, while I swear these other men. 
XShe examines the coat, holding it up to 
view.— Mr. Carver beckons to the Rooney 
party.) 

Mr. Carv. Beaten men I come forward. 

Big Briny. Not beaten, plase your 
honor, only bet. 

Vlick ^ EUogarty, Only black eyes, 
plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. You, Mr.Charley, or Charles 
Rooney, of.Killaspugbrone; you have 
read these examinations, and are you 
scrupulously ready to swear } 

•Cathf. He is, and wOl, plase your 
honor, only he's the boy that has got no 
English tongue. 

Mr.. Carv. I wish yoti had none. Ma- 
dam,— ha! ha! ha! — [The two M'Bfides 
laugh— the Roonies look grave.) Yon, 
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Ullck Rooney, of Eliogarty, are these 
your examinations? 

Catty. He can't write, nor rade writ- 
ing from his cxadXCy plase your honor ; 
bat can make his markj equal to another. 
Sir. — It has been read to him any way» 
Sir, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. And yon,. Sir, who style' 
yourself big Briny of Ctoon — ^you think 
yourself a great man, I suppose? 

Catty. Its what many does, that has 
got less rason, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. Understand, my honest 
friend, that there is a vast difference be- 
tween looking big and being great. 

BigBrimf. I see — I know, your honor, 

Mr. Carv. Now, gentlemen, all ofyou, 
before I hand you the book to-swearthese 
examinations, there is one thing, of which 
Imust warn and apprize* you, — that I am 
most remarkably clear sighted: conse- 
quently there can be no thttmb' kissing 
with me, gentlemen. 

BigBrimf. We'll not ax it, plase youc 
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Catty. No Rooney, living or dead, 
was ever gailty, or taxed with the like. 
{Aside to ker son.) Oh, they'll swear ili- 
gant. — We'll flog the world ! and have it 
all our own way — oh, I koew we'd get 
justice — or I'd know why. 

Clerk. Here's the book, sir, to swear 
complaioants. — {Mr. Carver comes /or- 
roard.) 

Mr. Care. Wait ! — wait, I must bear 
both sides. 

Catty.- Both sides! oh, pTase your ho- 
nor — only bother you ! 

Mr. Carv. Madaoa, it is my duly 
to have ears for all men — Mr. Philip, 
now for your defence. 

Cattjf. He has none in oafore, plase 
your honor, 

Mr. Carv. Madam, you have had my 
ear long enough, be silent, at your peril. 

Catty. Ogh ! — ogh ! — silent ! 

{She groans piteoask/.) 

Mr. Carv. Sir, your defence, without 
any preamble or preambulation. 

Phil. I've no defence to make, plase 
.yoor honor, but that I'm innocent. 



■Mr. Carv. [Shaking Jiis head.) The 
wont defettce in law, my good friend> 
unless you've witnessei. 

Phil. All present that time in the iair> 
was too'busy fighting for themaelvesi -to 
witness for me, tiiat I was not; except 
I'd call upon one that would clear me 
entirely, which is tha4: there young man 
on the opposite side. 

Catfy. Oh, the impudent fellow,— Is 
it my son ? 

Old M'B. Is it Randal Rooney ?~^ 
Why Phil, are you turned innocent. 

Phil. I am not, father, at all.-— But 
with your lave, I call on Randal Rooney, 
for he is an undeniable honorable man,- 
— I refer all to his evidence. 

Randal Thank you, Phil.— I'll wit- 
ness the truth on whatever side. 

Catty. [Bushes in between them, ex- 
claiming, in a tremendous tone.) — If you 
do — Catty Roooey's curse be upon—— 

Randal {Stops her mouth, ahd strug- 
gles to heid his mother fiacA.) Oh, mother, 
you couldn't curse^ 
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All the Roooies get ahotU her, and ex- 
clam. Oh, Catty, your soo— -you couldf- 
n't curse ! 

Mr. Caro. Silence, and let me be heard. 
—Leave this lady to me> I know how to 
manage these femiDiDc vixens. — Mrs. Ca- 
therine Rooney, listen to me— you ais a 
reasonable woman. 

Cattif. 1 am not, nor don't pretend 
to it, plase yonr honor. 

Mr. Caw. But you can hear reason. 
Madam, I presume, from the voice of au- 
thority. 

Catty. No, plase your honOT — I'm 
deaf, stone deaf. 

Mr. Carv. No trifling with me. Ma- 
dam, give me leave to advise you a little 
for your good. 

Catty. Plase your honor, its of no 
use — from a child up I never could stand 
to be .advised for my good. See, I'd get 
hot and hotter, plase your honor, till I'd 
bounce ! — I'd fly I— I'd burst I — and my- 
self does not know what mischief I 
mightn't do. 

[.3.t::<i=,G0Oglc 
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Mr. Carv. ConstaUel take charge of 

this cursing and cursed wontaD» who has 

not respect for man or magistrate. Away 

. with her out of my presence. — I commit 

her for a contempt. 

Sandal. [Eagerb).) Oh ! plase your 
bonorj I beg your honor's pardon for 
her — my mother — entirely. Whin she is 
in her rason, she has the greatest respect 
for the whole Bench, and your honor 
abore all. — Oh ! your honor, be plasing 
this once ! — Excuse her, and I'll go bail 
for her, she won't say another word, till 
ahe'd get the nod from your honor. 

Mr. Carv, On that condition only, I 
am willing to pass over the past. — Fall 
back, constable. 

Catty. [Aside.) Why then, Gerald 
O'Blaney misled me. — This Carver is a 
/aiderer of the Scotch. — Bad luck to 
e?wy bone in his body I — {As Catty say$ 
this, her son draws her back, and tries to 
pacify her.) 

Mr. Carv. Is she muttering, constable ? 

Randal, Not a word, plase your, ho- 
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nor, oqIj just telling herself to'be''gmte 
(qufet).— ^h, mother, deat^stj I'ltkneel 
to plase yon. 

Catty. Kneel 1 oh, to an <>nld woman 
like me — no standing- that! So here, on 
ny hunkers- 1 am, for your sake, Randal, 
and not a word, good or bad ! — Can wo- 
man do more? — {She sits with her ^gcrs 
on her lips.) 

Mr. Carv. Now fof your defence, 
Philip, — t>e short, for mercy's sake I — 
(pulling out his watch.) 

Phil. Not to be detaining your honor 
too long. — I vtas in Baltynavogue this 
forenoon, and was just — that is. Miss 
Car'Kne Flaherty was just 

Mr. Carv. Miss Caroline Flaherty I 
what in nature, can she have to do with 
the business? 

Phil. Only axing me. Sir, she was, to 
play the flageolets, which was the rason 
I was sitting at Flaherty's. 

Mr. Carv. Address yourself to the 
court, young man. 

Fkil. Sitting at Flaherty's— taking fa 
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(tea) — in tbe parlor, with the door opeo, 
and all the M*Bridei which was in it was 
in the room witkouty (in tbe outer room) 
takJDg a toombler a punch I trated 'em 
to — bat not drinking — not a man out o* 
the xoay — sober as jidgfs (judges)— when 
, in comes that gentlewoman. — {Pointing to 
Mrs. Rooney. — Randal groans. )~-'Sevet 
fear, Randal, I'll tell it as soft as I can. 

OldM'B. Soft, why?— Mighty soft 
cratur ever since he was born, plaseyour 
honor, tho' he's my son. 

Mr. Cam. {Patting his finger <m bis 
lips.) Friend Matthew, no reflections in a 
court of justice ever. €io on, Philip. 

Phil. So some one having tould Mrs, 
Ro6ney lies, as I'm confident. Sir, — for the 
come in quite mad, and abused my sister 
Honor ; accusing her, before all, of being 
sitting and giving her company to Ran- 
dal Roohey, at Flaherty's, drinking, and 
something about a ring, and a meeting 
behind the chapel, which I codldn'i un- 
derstand ; — but it fired me, and I stepped 
— but I recollected I'd promised Honor 
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not to W her provoke roe to \\h a hand 
good or bad — so I Bte{!iped across very 
civil, and I said to her, says I, Ma'am, 
its all lies— some one has iieen belying 
HoDor M'Bride to yoii, Mrs. Rooney. 
(Catty sighs and groans, striking the back 
^one hand reiteratedly into the palm 
qf the other — rises — beats the devil's 
tattoo as she stands — then claps her 
hands again./ 
Mr. Carv.. That woman has certainly 
more ways of making a noise, without 
speaking, than any woman upon earth. 
Proceed, Philip. 

Phil. Depind on it, its all lies, Mrs. 
Rooney, says I, Ma'am. — No. but jrou lie, 
flourishing Phil, says she. — With that 
every M'Bride, to a man,, rises, from the- 
table, catching up chairs and stools, and 
toomblers and'jugs, to revenge Honorand 
me. Notforyourlife, boys, don't fcA-rfn'w? . 
ne'er a one of yees, said I: — she'sa woman, 
and a widow woman, and only a,rc&if/f/ from 
her birth. — So they held their hands ;. bat 
she giving tongue bitter, 'twas baol for 
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flesh and blood to stand it. — Now, for 
the lore of heaven and me, sit down all, 
and be quite as lambs, and finish your 
poonch like gentlemen, Sirs, said 1:- — 
80 saying, I tuk Mrs. Rooney'up in my 
arras tenderly as I would a bould child- 
she screeching and screeching like mad: 
— whereupon her jock caught on the 
chair* pocket-hole or something,, and 
give one rent fcom head to fut-r-^vkA that 
was the tattering of the j,ock. — So we- 
got her to the door, and there she spying 
her son by ill-luck in the street, directly 
stretches out her armsi, and kicking my 
shinSf plase your honor^ till I could not 
hold her^ — " Murder h Randal Rooney^'* 
cries she, 'i' and will you .see yppr own 
mother murdered }" 

Randal. Them were the very words, I 
acknowledge, she used, which put ,me 
past my rason, no doubt. 

^^i7. Xben Randal Rooney, being 
past his ras:0n, turns to ^1 ^hem Eooni^s 
that were in no conditimu 

Mr, Care, That were, what we ia 
£^^ish would call, drunk, I presqine.? 
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Randal. Something very near % plase 
your hODor. 

PhiL Sittiog on the bench outside the 
door they were, when Randal came out ^ 
*' Up Roonies, and- at 'em !" cried he; 
and up to be sure they flew, shiltelabs 
and all, like lightning, daling blows on 
all of U9, M'Brides ; — hot I never lifted 
a hand; and Randal, Fll do him justice, 
avoided to lift a band against me. 

Randal. And while I live I'll never 
forget that boor, nor this hour, Phil, and 
idl your generous construction. 

Catty. {Aside.) Why then it almost 
softens tne ; but I won't be made a fool 
on. 

Mr. Caro. {fVhokas been re-considtring 
the examinations.) — It appears to me that 
you, Mr. Philip M'Bride, did as the law 
allows— only lay hands softly upon com- 
plainant, Catherine Rooney, and the RoO'-' 
nies, as it appears, struck, and did strike . 
the first blow." 

Randal. I can't deny, plase your ho- 
nor, we did. 

Mr. Carv. {Tearing the examinations.) - 
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Then, gentlemen — you, Roonies — bealen 
men, I cannot possibly take your exami- 
nations 

(When the examinations are torn, the 
M'Brides all bow, and thank his 
honor.) 
Mr. Carv. Beaten men I depart in 
peace. 

{The Roonies sigh and' groan, and qfter 

turning their hats several times — bow 

— walk a Jew steps axotof — return, and 

seem loath to depart. Catty springsfor- 

ward, holding up her hands joined in a 

supf^cating attitude to Mr. Carver.) 

Mandal. If your honor would be plas- 

ing to let her spake now, or she'd burst, 

may be. 

Mr. Carv. Speak now, woman, and 
ever after hold your tongue. 

Catty. Then I am rasonable now, 
plase your honor— for I'll put it to the test 
— see I'll withdraw my examinations en- 
tirely,-and I'll recant — and 1*11 go farther, 
I'll own I'm wrong — (though I know 
I'm right)-^and I'll beg your pardon. 
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M'Brides, if— (but I know I'll not have 
to beg your pardon either) — bat I say I 
tviU be^ your pardon, M'Brides, if, mind 
it, yoQ ffiil accept my test, and it fails 
me. 

Mr. Carv. Very fiwr, Mrs. Rooney. 

Old M'B. What is it she's saying? 

Phil. What test, Mrs. Rooney. 

RandaL Dear mother, name your test. 

Catty. Let Honor M'Bride he snin- 
moned, and if she can prove she took no 
ring, and was not behind the chapel with 
Randal, nor drinking at Flaherty's wFth 
him, the time she was, I give up all. 

Randal. Agreed, with alt the plea- 
sure in life, mother, Oh^ may I r.uo &it 
her? 

Old M'ff. Not » fut^ you. Sir;^go, 
Phil dear'. 

~ Phil. TUat I wilt, like a lapwings 
father. 

Mr. Carv. Where to. Sir — where sa 
precipitate F 

PM. Only to fetch my sister.. 

Mr.Corv. Your sister. Sir? — then yoa 
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tieed not go far — your sister, Honof 
M'Bride, is, I have reason to bdieve^ in 
this house. 

Catty. So. — Under whose protection, 
I wonder ? 

M?\ Care. Under the protection of 
Mrs. Carver, Madam, into whose service 
she was desirous to engage herself; and 

whose advice ' * 

Clerk. Shall I, if you please. Sir, call 
Honor in ? 

Mr. Carii. If you please. 
{A silence. — Catty stands biting her 
' thumb. — Old M'Bride sits down, leans 
his chin upon his hands on his stick, 
and never stirs, even his eyes — Young 
M'Bride looks out eagerly to the side 
at zohich Honor is expected to enter— •■ 
Randal hoks over Ms shoulder — f^- 
' claims — ) 
Randal. There she comes !— Inno- 
cence in all her looks. 

Calty. Oh I that we shall see soon. 
No making a fool of me. 

Old M'B. My daughter's step— I 
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should know it — [aside) how my ould 
heart bates. 

{He rises as she enters. Mr. Carver 
takes a chair out qf the tet^.) 

Catty. Walk in — walk on. Miss Ho- 
nor. Oh to be surej Miss Honor will 
have justice. 
Enter Honor M'Bride, [walking vety 

timidb/). 
And no nee^ to be ashamed. Miss Hooor, 
until you're found out. 

Mr. Caro. Silence ! ^ 

Old M'B. Thank yoor honor, 

[Mr. Carver whispers to his Cierk, and 
directs him, while thefoUowing speeches 
goon.) 

Catty. That's a very pretty curtsy. 
Miss Honor — walk oq, pray — all the gen- 
tlemen's admiring you — my son Randal 
bey ant all. 

Rand(iL Mother, I won't bear 

Cat^. Can't you find a sate for ber, 
any of yees — here's a stool — give it her, 
Randal — (Honor sits doom). — And 1 hope 
it won't prove the stool of repentance. 
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Miss or Mattam. Oh, bounce your fore- 
head, Randal — truth must out, you've 
put it to the test. Sir. 

Randal. . I desire no other for her or 
myself. 

( The father and brother take each a hand 
5/" Honor. — support and sooth her). 

Catty. I'd pity you, Honor, myself — 
only I know you a M'Bride — and know 
you're desaving me, and all present. 

Mr. Carv. Gall that other witness I 
allude to, clerk, into our presence without 
delay. 

Clerk. I shall. Sir. {Exit Clerk.) 

Catty. We'll see ! — We'll see all soon 
— and the truth will come out, and shame 
the dibbil and the M'Brides. 

Randal. [Looking out.) — ^The man I 
bet; as I'm a sinner! 

Catty. What? — which? — where? — ^True 
for ye 1 — I was wondering I did not see 
the mau you bet appear again ye: and 
this is he, with the head bound up in the 
garter, comiog — miserable cratur be looks 
— who would he be ? 

RandaL You'll see all soon, mother. 
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Enter Pat Coxe, Aw head bdi£fid up. 

Mr. Caiv. Come od — walk on boldly, 
friend. 

Catty. Pat Coxe 1 saints ;ibove ! 

Mr. Carv. Take courage, you are 
under my protection here— no one will 
dare to touch you. 

Randal. [With ir^nite contempt.) Touch 
ye! — not I, ye dirty dog ! 

Mr. Carv. No, Sir, you have done 
enough that way already, it appears. 

Honor. Randal L what, has Randal 
done thisP 

Mr. Carv. Now observe — this Mr. Pat- 
rick Coxe, aforesaid, has taken refuge 
with me — for he is, it seems, afraid to ap- ' 
pear before his master, Mr. 0<Blaney> 
this night, after having been beaten ; tho*, 
as he assures me, he has been beaten 
without any provocation whatsoever, by 
you, Mr. Randal Rooney — answer. Sir, 
to this matter i 

Randal. I don't deny it. Sir, I bet 
him 'tis true. 

Pat. To a jelly — without marcy — he 
did, plase your honor, Sir. 
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RattdaL .Sir, plase yonr honor* I go 
rasoD to sn^eet this man. to be the 
author of idl tliem lieB, that was toold 
baclcwards and fi»rwards to ray mother 
about we :a^d Miss Honor- M^Bride, 
wlntAinaife my mother mail, and drir* 
hepio raise the riot;^ plase your honor-'— 
I (^HU-ged Fat with the Kesj and he 
shkked, and cenld gite me no satis&c- 
tibn, but fcept sfrearing he was no liar, 
and ir^ me keep my distance* for he'd a 
pocket piJBtol afoQQt him.—" I cton't care 
** what you have about -you — you hare 
** not the truth about ye, nor in ye," 
aays I,—" ye are a liar* Pat Coxe," says 
I,— so he cocked the pistol at me, saying, 
that would prove me a coward — ^with 
t|iat I wrenched the pistol from him, and 
bet him in a big passion. — I own to 
that, plase yoor honor — there I own I 
was wrong, {tumir^ to Honor) to demane 
myself lifting my hand any way. 

Afr. Carv. But it is not yet proved that 
this man has told any lies. 

BandaL If he has tould no lie** I 
• o . ■ ■ ■ 
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wrottged him — speak,iBQther — {Caxegels 
behind Catty, and tmtches her gaten,) was 
it be who was the iqfonndr, or not ? 

Cattp. Nay> Pat Coxe, if you lied* I'll 
not skfcen yoa, but if ' you toald tlie 
troth, $tand oiU like a man and stand to 
it, and 1*11 «tand by yon, against my own 
von eren, Randal, if be was the author 
of the report. In pl»n words then,' he^ 
Pat Coxe> toold me, that she, Hpn& 
M'Bride, gave yon, Randal Roon^, the 
meeting behind the cbapd, bnd yon gave 
her the ling — and, then abe went witb 
yon to drink at Flaherty's. 

Honor. {Starting!^.) Obl^hd-ornkt 
say the like of n»e ? — 

Catty. Tbere he stands~-now, Fat, 
you must stand or fall— will yon swear 
to what you said? (Old M'Bride akd 
Phil aj^oach Pat.) 

J/r. Carv. This is not the pLoint before 
me; but, however, I waive that objection. 

Randal. Ob mother, don't pot him 
to his oath, lest he'd perjure himself. ■ 

Pat. I'll swear^ — do you think I'd be 
• making a liar of myself } 

I ,1- j.,Gooijl>j 
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Honor. Father— Phil, dear!— hear 
me one word. 

BandaL Hear her— oh hear her— ^go 
to her. ' 

Honor. {In a low voice.) Woirid yon 
ask at what time it was, he pretends 
I was taking the riag> and all that ? 

Oid M'B. Plase your honor, would 
yon ask the rascal what time? 

Mr. Can). Don't call him rascal, Sit^— - 
no rascal's in mypresetice. — Wliat time 
did you see Honor M'Bride behind the 
chapel, Pat Coxe i 

Pat. As the clock strnok twelve*— I 
mind — by the same token the workmen's 
bell rang as usual ; that same time, jnst 
as I seen Mr. Randal there putting the 
ring on her finger, and I said " there's the 
bcU ringing for a tvedding," says I. 

Mr. Carv. To whom did yoii say that. 
Sir? 

Pat. To myself, plase your honor— • 
I'll teil you the truth. 

Honor. Trnth ! That time the clock 
struck twelve and the bell rang, I wis 
happily here in this house. Sir. '■>'■ 
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Mr.Cam. At Bob's Fort ?—«hat Wit- 
ncssf 

Honor. If I might tske the liberty to 
call one could do me justice. 

Mr. Can. No liberty in jasMoe — speak 
ont 

Honor. If I nught tumble Mrs. 
Carver, henelf? 

Mr. Can}- Mrs. Carrer wiU think it kio 
tronble {rish^ teUk digmly) to do jmtice* 
for she has been the wife lo cme of his 
zn^esty's justices of the peace for many 
years. {Sends a servant for Mrs. Carver.) 
- Mr. Caro. Mrs. Carver> my dear> I 
must sammon you to appear in open 
court, at the suit or prayer of Honor 
M'firide. 

{Enter Mrs. Carver, tuAo t> foUowed by 
Miss Bloomsbary on tiptoe.) 
Mrs. Caro, Willingly. 
Mr. Carv. The case lies, in a nutshell, 
my dear — there is a man who swears that 
Honor was behind the chapel, with Ran- 
dal Rooney, putting on a ring, when the 
<A)ck struck twelve, and our workmen's 
bell rang this morning. — Honor avers she 
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was At Bob's Fort witttybu — dow as sbe 
ooatd not be, like a bird, in two places at 
once— rwas she with you ? 

Mrs, Carv. Honor M^Bride was witb 
me wh^n the workmsn's bell rang, and 
when the clock struck twelve this day- 
she staid with me till two o'clock. 

JU. the Bjooniest€xcept Catty, exclaim-^ 
Oh, no going beyond the lady's word 1 

Mrs, Carv. And I Uiink it but justice 
to add, thiit Honor M'SFide- has thi» day 
given me such proofs of her being a gbo^ 
girl, a good daughter, and agood sister,' 
that sbe has secured my good opini6n and 
good wishes for life. 

Mr. Carv. And mine- in consequence; 
' - Bloom. . And mine <^ course. (Honor 
curtsies.) 

(Old M'Bride boats venf low to Mr. 

Carver, and again to Mrs. Carver — 

Phil boms to Mr, and Mrs. Carver^ 

but fftucA lotoer to Miss Bloomsbury.) 

OldM'B. Where are you now. Catty? 

~4nd you, Pat, ye unfortinate liar ? 

Pa/. {Failii^ on his knees.) On me 
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knees, I am— oh, I am an unfortinate liar, 
sod I b^ your honor's pardon tbis once. 

Mr. CoTv, A most abandoned liar I 
pronoaqce yoa. 

Pat. Oh I I hope jrour honor won't 
abandon me, for I didn't know Miss 
Honor was under her ladyship, Idrs. 
Carver's faror and purtection, or I'd 
sooner ha* cut my tongue out clane— and 
I ncpect your honor won't turn your 
back OQ me quite, for this is the first lies 
I erer was found out in since my crea* 
tionj snd how. could I help, whea it 
ytn by my master's particlar desire } 

Mr. Carv. Your master \ honeet Ge- 
rald 0[BIaney I— 

(7^^. O'BIaney I— save us ! {Lilting 
vp her hands and ^s.) 

Mr. Carp. Take care, Pat Coxe. 

jPat. Mr. O'jfflaney, Ma'am — plase 
your honor — all truth now— the coun- 
shillor, that sam? and no other, as I've 
breath in my body — for why should I 
tell a lie now, when I've no place in my 
eye, ^nd not a ha'portb to get by it*-I'Il 
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.confess 8]I.-^It was by my master's or^ 
ders, that I should set you, Mrs. Rooney; 
andyoor prtde up. Ma'am, again* mak- 
ing up with them M*Brides.--ril tell 
the truth now, plase your honors— that 
^ras the' caiKe of the lies I mentioned 
flbotit'the rihg and chapel— rJltelt more-, 

Ky^ti'ft bind Mr: Rnodal tolctiep the pace. 
- JtandalJ 1 1— yedVrtydogl— Diddtl 
^cdlye iEdrfea^y, I'd not dirty tiiy finger* 
with the likes i 

Fat^ All Mr; Gerald O'BfelneyV aim 
was to riiia Mr. Bandil BWu^, and set 
him by the ears with tbftt' gentlnnaD, 
Mr. Phil M*3ride, the brotlwr, abd they 
to con^d 40 blows and outt^ge, and then 
bC' ia-disgrace committed by his honor. 

Randal. {Turning to tiohor M^Bride.) 
(ionbr, yoti saved all — your brother and 
I new^ lifted our handsagainH one ancH 
tber,thaaksbetb4>eaTen,and'youdeare9l. - 

Catty. And was there no truth in the 
itory of the ohap^ find the ring ? -^ 
' J^^ . NotJ, a;>word of truth,- bftt lief, 
Mcs. fiooney, dsilr Ma'am, of the maif- 
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ter*s~pntliDg into my month out- of hi« 
, own head. 
. (Catty Rooney waUcs firvtfy and ddi' 

berateb/ across the room U> Honor 

M'Bride.) 
CaUg. Honor M*Bride, I was wrong ; 
and here> jmbUtcly, as I trMnoed- yon> 
I ax your pardon bcrfivre fais bODor, aad 
yvvr Ather — nnd your broiber^-and be- 
ibre RandaI-*-and bdbA my iv^on vui 

his. . . ; 

{Both Boonies <im< M'Brid«B aU^^x- 
e^tmg Old M'Bride, 124^ Adr kan4s 

<Uld_kUKX4t.) 

Mr.Caro. I ought to itipMrtt this ad- 
■elamatim — but thb <mee I' let it pass. . 

Phil. Father, yoii said notbing— rwbat ' 
doyouiay. Sir? 

out M'B. (Never moviHg.} I My 
nothing at all— I never donbtetf Honor, 
and knew the truth mut appear-^thM's 
1^1 1 say. 

Honor. Qh I father dear— Hnore yoa 
wiU lay — (jAdirn^ his stick g^fitfy)- I^wk 
up at me, and remeinber the promfee^oti 
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. gare me, when Cat^ ibould be rasOQ^ 
able — aDd is not she rasoDable noir ? 
. (M M'B. I did not bear a word from 
heF about the bog of BallynaBCraiw. 

Catfst. Is it tbe pitilal Ut 7 — Nbmore 
•boat itl-^-^Dake crame ofaeeBes of it^^-^ 
yi\Mt 0t^il 't^aa ooty for pride I stool 
o^^T-aot ihttt Vm tbiokiDg (tf now \ 

Old Af'B. Well then ) miracles wUt 
never cease t— here's one in your favonr^ 
Hobort so take b», Randala fortune and 
an — a wife of five hundred. 

SoHdaL (Kneeting.) Oh I happiest (^ 
men, I am this minute. 

Catty. I tbe same, if she bad not a 
,piany in the worid^ 

Mr. Carp. Hajgiiest (^ mm/-- Don't 
kneel or go into extacies now> I beg, till I 
know the ratumale of this. — Was not I 
consulted ?— nlid not I give my opinion 
and advice in Javor of another ? 
. Oid M'B. You was— you did — pla» 
y6ar honor, and I beg your honor's par-^ 
don, and Mr. Connsellor O'Blaney's. ' 
^ . Mr. Carv. And did not yon give y<Hir 
OS 
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qODflent ?— I most think him a vary ill* 
used- person, 

Qld M'B. I gave -iny coorint only in 
case he could win hers, plase yoar honor, 
^d hecouldiw'— ^d I could not break 
jny owB daagbter's heart, and I, beg your 
^por'fi pairdtH). - ,. ' ' ■ 

Mr. parv. I don't know bow that may 
fwy Sir, but I gave my spprobbtibn to the 
nwtch, and I re^ly ilm not acciutomed 
to tjave ray. aflvice or opinion neglected, or 
controverted. .Ye^ on the other band— -^ 

JSnter a Footman with a note, which he gives 
to Mr. Carver, . 

O^M'B. (Aside uV^aX.) Say some- 
tiding: for ine, Phil, caa't ye— I faavVt 
9 word. 

, Mr. Cifro^ (Rising teitk a quicker motion 
tkanusuaLJ. Bless me! bleas met here 
is a revolution ! and a counter revolntion ! 
'iirT-Here's news will make yon all in as 
great astonishment as I own I am. 

Old M'B. What i» it ? , 
^.^. BarideL : I'm made fot life — I don't 
•are what comei. : 
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Hotuxr. Nor I,*«-so it; is not to tonch 
you, I'm happy. 

Catty. Oh ! your hoDOr> «pake quick, 
this ft'mfr— I b^ pardon ! ' ' 

Mr.Carv. Tbewl have to confess that 
for once, I have been deceived md' mis* 
taken in my judgment of a man; and 
vhat is more, of a, man's circumstaiKes 
com f^t^y-vrO'filaRey. 
, .OldM'B. What ofhis circaW/omvf, 
oh ! Sir, iiii Ihe name of mercy f 

Mr. Carv. . Bankrupt, at this ihstant, at& 
under seizure to' the supervisor, M*** 
<^ald O'Blaney has flsd the oduniry. 

Old M*B, Then Honor-you are wUb^ 
but a penny; for all herfortuoe,' JSOO/.1 
was in his hands. - 

Sandal. ■ Then fmas' happy to have 
her without a penny — happier^ I aoit to 
^ove my love pure. ^ . '. 

Catty. 6ed' bleas you for my own' so A 
— t-That'a onr way of thinking,' Mr. 
M*Bride~you see; it was not fdr tbe-forV 
tune. . ; J 



,,Gootjl>j 



Ids LOV£ AND UW; 

Bmttrr. Oh I Pbilr dida*t I tetr yon 
her heart was right ? 

Catiy,' We will work;h&ra*-ch«Er'*ip, 
~ M*Brides, Now'theRoonies'abdM^BridciB 
jiav joibed, you'll s^e'we'JI defy.tEs.world^ 
and O'Blaney, \\i6 chate of ihktes. 

Honor. Randal's own mother ! 
' Catt^, Aye now, we are tfll one ftf- 
mily — now pull together. — Don't be cast 
down, Phil dear. I'll never call you 
jhurishing Phil again, so don't he atandfe 
ing on pride. Suppose your shister hav 
not a pinny, she's better than the best, 
and I'll love her and fold her to niy oold 
■wsdin heart,— and the daughter of my 
hieairt she is now. 

Honor. Oh, mother I — for you are my 
«n(M^er now-^aadfaitppy X'am'to bii^e a 
notherin yooj 

Mr. Carv. I protest^ it mdcev me id^ 
;mostr— almo6tr^^-Uow my'hose. 
, Catly> Why then, you're a good cm- 
iqr.T^Bnt who tookl yon I was avbD^ 
dear, — plasa your honor? 
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■ Hr. Ctifv. Yoar friend thiA is gone. - 

Mata^i fVuni / . He nerer was Tnod 
14 nbn&-rJeast of aU t(i bb^f.: 

Catty, Ob! the dbuble:distillM viU 
lain !— -He tonld your honor I was' a 
vixen, and fond of law.— New would 
you believe what I'm going to till yon— 
hc! tould me of his hono r . " . ' .. 

Mr. Can}. t)fme, bispatron ?— 

Catty. Of yon, his patron, Sir,—He 
tould me your hono^-whiefa is a slander^ 
as we aD here can witness; can't we ? by 
his honor's contehipt of IHit Coze.— Yit 
O'Kaney said, you was as fond ' aadi 
proud of having informers about you^ as 
• raS-catdiekr is of i%tf. \ . 

Mr.Carol Mistress CatheHne'^Dtinte/; 
and^I you good pebpIe,r-ih4rets'a'gt«flC 
deal of difference betweeu'^ obtalbii^ id^ 
fermationi and encourk^ing coanii6ri in-' 
formers; 

Cati^. Tbere is, I'm umlble: '(^^fHil^ 
to "herson,) Then he's a go<>d mkgtVttttte, 
eecoept a little pompoiis, mlglity good.^ 
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{Ahitd to Mri Carver.) Then I beg your 
honor's pardon for my hiA behavior, 
4ad bad iangnsge and alt.— 'Tvras O'lUa- 
pey'a feu't^— bat be'* down, and don't 
trani|ile on the fallen.' ' 

■ Old M'B. Don't defind O'BIaBey.-^ 
Ob t the villain, to rob me of all my hard 
amings.-^Mn. Catty,' I tbank yon ai 
much as a heavy heart cao, for you're 
ginero48» and;3KHi, .Randfd, fiwyAQr— ^— 
'BattdM. Is it ferlloviog >bfcr,.iriieh I 
. cwi't help it--who could i 

on M'B. {Sighing detp^.y But still. 
it. goes agalaM:;tbe father's ' heart to see 
htS'Child, hU pride,'go peiuijleis.out el 
buhonee. 

Phil. Then, Sir, ftther dear, I hare 
to tell yon,.sbe is not peni]yie8B.~<~Bht I 
vtHild not tell you before, that Randdl 
and Catty too,, might shev tbemaelvea 
vlttt tbey are. Honor is not pennyless, 
the three hundred you gave roe to lodge 
with^ O'Blan^y, is'fcafe here. — (Qpdting' 
his pjcket 6(Wit.)-r-Wh»'I wto: going to 
bim with it as yoif orderM»i by: great? 
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laclc; I was stopped by this very qaarrel 
«ad not in Ballyuarogue i— be .was the 
origioal cause of kicking Up the riot, and 
#aB sammoned before your hDnior>'^and 
bcre's the moaey. 

OidM'B. Oh^ she's &ot pinnylesal 
Well, I never saw Aoney with so much 
pleasure^ in atl my long days, nor could 
I think I'd ever live ,to give it away with 
half so much satisfect;ioq as this minute 
I here give it. Honor, to Randal Rooney 
and you : — and bless ye, child, with the 
man o( your choice, who is mine nqw. 

Mrs. Carv. {Aside to Mr. Carver.) 
My dear, I wish to invite all these good 
people to a wedding dinner} but really 
I am afraid I shall blunder in saying their 
names — will you prompt rae ? 

Mf. Carv. {Aside to Mrs. Csnec.) 
Why really I am not used to be a= 
prompter ;. however, 1 will condescend to 
prompt ^u, Mrs. Carver. {He prompts,, 
while she speaks.) 

Mrs. Carv. Mr. Big Briny, of Cloon, 
Mr. Ulick, of Eliogarty, Mr. Charley, of 
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KillaspugbroDe, and yoa, yin. Catt/' 
Rooney; and yon, Mr. M'Bride, senior, 
and yon, Mr. Philip M'Bride, no longer 
jbmrishbig PkU i since y6n are now idt 
reconciled, let me have- the pleasai«-cif 
giniig yi>^ it reconcilialioD diober, at the 
wedding of Honor M*Bride, who jb an 
honor toherAimily, and Randal Aoon^a 
who so wdl deserres her love. ' 
T%e M'Brides and Roonies join in the 

crynf 
' Loag.Hfe and great lack toyonr lady- 
ship, that was always good. 

Mr. Carp. And you comprehend ihat 
I beg that the wedding may be celebrated 
at Bob's Fort. 

.All Join in crying 
Long may yoar honor's honor reign 
over ns in glory at Bob's-Fort. 

Catty. {Cracking her^ngers.) A fig 
for the bog of Ballynascraw I — ^Now 'tis 
all Love and no Law J 
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ACT I. 



■ SCENE I. 

Lord CourtivgUm's House,— An Ajtti- 
chamber. 

Popkiii> stretched in.an4'^tti'Chair, looking 
over -a Newspaper. 

Pop. {Reads) " Wants a ritiation as 
** footmaa, — ^youag man undeniable good 
" character." — •' Wants a sitiation as 
'* own man,"^" Own man and butler— 
•* character bear strictest scrutiny — ho- 
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*' nesty and sobriety." — Some low fellow. 
— " No objection to look after a horse, or 
'* to go bdiiod a carriage, — no objection 
" to town or country." {Risings throws 
the paper from him.) — ** No objection !" 
— Now this is the way masters and mis- 
tresses is spoilt and set up by these pitiful, 
Jamishing, out of place rascals, that makes 
no objection to nothing. — ^Well, thank 
my stars and myself, I'm none of your 
wants-a-sitiation scrubs. 

Eiiter Blagrave. 

Bla. How are you, Mr. Popkin ?-— 
Do you know where is Mr. Beauchamp, 
or Mr. St. Albans F 

P(7j9. Not I. — I reckoned they was in 
the stables with you. 

Bla. No, they ha*n*t been wi* me yet, 
and I must see n!iaster, about bis horse 
Cacafogo. ^ 

Pop. Harkee, Blag. ! — a word with 
you. — {Holding ottf his hand.) Touch 
there,Blag. — Sbakebands upon it, — draw 
together coachy, and we two will have 
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it all' ovr 9ttn wa)r, ftb6?« and , bdoir 
stairs. 

Jtla. They say these St. jUbans*^ is 
rolling ID gold. ' ■ , . 

pop. AyCf quite, a West ladian na* 
bob, that the mother baa brought oyer to 
us here for edicatitm. . . 

Bla. And we'll jteatih him ft thidg or 
two. — If he puts up his horses with ns. 
there will be fiue doiogs, I warraiit 
. Pop. And there'll be a brave match 
for Miss Juliana in due course ; and 
meantime he and our Mr, Beauchunp 
will be cutting a fine dash about town, 
for this minor's to have a swinging alf 
lowance— may play away as he pleases, 
if my lord's acting guardian. — This guar- 
dianship will be a pretty penny, I war-^ 
rant, in my lord's pocket, who, be- 
tween you and I, wants a ready penny 
as bad as any one man in the bouse of 
Lords, or Commons either. 

Bla, Then that's a bold word. Pop,, 
but I believe you're not much out :^— the 
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turf for tlMt.-^Wlien*> my lord lo be up 
from Newmarket } 

Pop. I can't say-rlbey: expect him 
to day ; and for sartin> I kaow my laidyV 
on tfaoTBs ttU he eoia^^t^i fear tiiis 
yonsg heir shMlB^^'thrdi^h their 
fingers. ■ - - ' - : 

. Mlo- Sllpli— why^howcan hedip? — 
Hft'n*i ny lord the. relosi !a^ lits own 
hands^?>^i*ti^ he gttardiui'by law? 
.'-Ftp. A word in your ear. — There's 
imo on the box, and its who shall drire, 
qnd which ^all get the wMp*hand — plain 
&iglisb,^theTe's two guardiaiu by the 
will. 

Bla. . Two gnardiaoa l--r-by the laws 
tiiat may' make a difference 1— I nerer 
beard that afore. 

- Pop. .Why, man — what ailed your 
ears yestCTday at dinner, when that was 
all the talk? 

Bla. My exes ! — Why, there was such 
a cursed din o'knives and forks, and clat- 
ter o'plates, and a bore of a woman 
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bawling at me for some things just in the 
nick; — but how is it to be? — comej tell a 
man. 

Pop. Why, that's to he seen to-day. 
The two guardians 'pointed by the will is 
my lord and Old Onslow. 

Bid. That's the country gentleman, 
that's just come up to Town. — But who's 
to chuse the guardian, I say? — ■ 

Pop. The mother. 

Bla. The mother ! Ws. St. Albans, 
that's here ? — she looks mighty quiet, 
as quiet as a mouse. Suppose now, she 
should chuse the son to live in the coun- 
try with Old Onslow. 

Pop. Suppose the mooii was made 
of cream cheese !— -Whoever heard of a 
woman's chusing to live in the country, 
that was her own mistress, and had a 
fortin to live in town. 

Bla. Yon knows best. 

Pop. I do know best, to be sure.- — 
Besides, look at me, honest Blag. 

Bla. Well, Mr. Popkin, for sartain 
sure you be main clever at in-doors work ; 
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— but I must find master Beauchamp 
about Cacafogo. [Rapping at the door.) 
And there bees a double rap fop you. 

{Exit Blagrave.] 
Pop. Double knock ! — let 'em wait — 
teach 'em patience, — ^but where's that 
black boy of Mr. St. Albans' — ^that Q,ua- 
CO ! — What has he got to do, in the 'var- 
sal world, but answer the door for me i — 
I don't know rightly what to make of 
that fellow, with the big whites of his 
eyes moving about so quick. 

{Exit Popkin.) 
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SCENE II. 

Ladif Couriinglon's Back Drawing- 
Room. 

Julianai runttmg over the Keys of the Pi- 
ano-Forte. 

Juliana, (Singing.) 
" The fint time at the lookiog-glau, 

" The mother sets ber daughter ; 
" The image strikes the smiling lau, 

" With Belf-love ever after." 

(Rising and coming forward, repeats) 

" The first time at the loolciDg-glaw, 
" The mother sets her daughter." 
How vastly good, and vastly stupid 
that daughter was, to wait till her mo- 
ther set her at the looking-glass. Had 
girls DO eyes in those days F^ — My mamma 
sighs, and says, in her moralizing tone, 
" Beauty is such a dangerous thing for 
young girls" — that it ought to be kept 
only for' old ivomen, I suppose. Then 
while she is dressing me — no, while she 
H 3 
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is dressing herself, she is so sentimental 
about it, — " My dear Juliana, {mimick- 
ing a sentimental tone), one must be at the. 
trouble of dressing, because one must 
sacrifice to appearances in this world ; 
but I value only the graces of the mind." 
Yes, mamma, — (as if spoken aside), that's 
the reason you are rouging yourself. — 
{In tfie mother's tone.) " Beauty after all 
is such a transient flower." — " So I bee, 

mamma" [she starts.) Mercyl — here's 

mamma coming 1 — I must be found prac- 
tising. — [Begins to pUnf a serious lesson.) 

Enter Beanchamp. 

Beau. Practising, Jn 1 — Practising for 
ever I — What a bore ! 

Jul. La ! brother, yon flrightened me 
so ! — I thought it was mamma, and after 
all 'tis only you. 

B€<m, Only me ! That's a good one ! 
— Cool ! faith. — But come here now, Ju i 
if you've any taste, admire me, just as I 
stand 1 — ^from top to toe ! — all the go I — 
Hey? 
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Jul. No, ttljs thing about yo^^ neok is 
horrid — I'll make it right. 

Beau. Hands off 1— not for your life. 

Jui. -As you please; but I assure 
you, yon are all wrong. 

Beau. All right 

Jul. At Eton, may be, but not in 
JLon'oD, I can tell you. 

Bean. Yoa can tell mie I— and bow 
should yoa know, when you are not out 
yet? 

Jul. But I suppose IVe eyes, tho' 
I'm not out; an^, my dear fie^ucbamp, 
consider, I saw the duke of Beltrarers 
bat yesterday. 

Beau. Very Hkelyi my darting.— But 
to settle your mind at onof, this is the 
way Blagrave wears his.— This is the 
knowing touch — the more like your' 
coachman, the more like a gentleman. 



Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Mr. Lichenschwartz, Ma'am. 
Beau. Mr. who the deuce is it ? 
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Jvl. Only one of my dozen maMers, 
brother. 

Pop, The little pug-faced fellow, Sir, 
the dirty fellow as you wondered to meet 
t'other day on the sturs, with the weeds 
and stones in the blue bandkerchief. 

Beau. What in hettren do you do 
with that fellow, Ju } 

Jul. Oh ! brother. Professor, Von 
L.ichenschwart2 is a very famous man — 
he dines with the duke of Beltravers, — 
and he teaches me and the Miss Minchins 
mineralogy, and botany, and chemistry, 
twice a week. 

Pop. Shall I let him in, Ma'am ? 

Jul No, no — not to day. — Give him 
a ticket, Popkiii, and send him off; — ^but 
don't let mamma see yon. Tell him I've 
a horrid head-ache ; — but don't let mam- 
ma hear you. 

Pop. Certainly not, Miss — of course. 

Jul. Stay, Popkin. — Upon second 
thoughts you must not give him a ticket, 
for he is such a fool : — be told mamma 
once when he got a ticket, without my 
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taking a lessOD — eo no ticket, Popkio, if 
you can get rid of him without it. 

Pop. Trust me for that. Miss; — I 
pretty well knows how to deal with them 
pedestrian philosophers. 

{Exit Popkin, after making a pirouette.) 
Beau. Popkin is quite a wit, X think, 
Jul. The cleverest creature ! — I don't 
know what I could have done without 
him. — Oh ! brother, you who have been 
going on Just as you please at Eton, 
driving tandems, and drinking cham- 
pagne, and giving suppers and break- 
fasts. 

Seau. Nota bene !-r-tjghteen differ- ' 
ent ices, at my take-leave supper, as I'm 
a sinner! 

Jul. A sinner, indeed ! — and here am 
I 

Beau. A saint, I suppose ! 

Jul. A martyr at all events. — You 
have no notion what I have been going 
through all this time here at home in this 
course of education — a master for every 
hour, and sometimes two in one hour. 
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Beau. Faith, that's tw bad ! — to set 
'em riding (louble oq yrn^r hours ! — But 
why didn't ye kipk,. or take a sulk^ or 
grow rtutif, as Blagrave says. 

Jul. No use in kicking. — Solky I 
was» as ever I could he, but tfaei^ spme- 
how they coaxed and flattered me out 
of it. 

Bci^i. Aje, flattery I— not « wooaan or 
a girl that ever ^as iti^rn can staad flat- 
tery, so they had you there, Ju ! — Hey ? 
--wd the bef^r tj^t hffs da^ed, i$ in 
chaips for ever. 

Jul. That is the misery ! Oh, if it had 
net been for Popkio, who taught me to 
dip out of my chains, I tau»t have died 
of the confinement. 

Beau. Faoaous wife you'll mal&e, Ju 1 
— Capital hand you'll be at bamboozling 
a husband, when you've had such prac- 
tice. 

Jul. 1a ! DOW don't yon say tbat, 
Beauchamp— don't you say that, or you'll 
make the young men afraid of me. 

Beau. Well, I won't tell St. Albans. 
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Jul (Speaki7ig rapidly.) And upon 
my word and honor, now> brother* 
I do exactly what I ■ know mamma in 
her heart wishes; for you don't think 
mamma cares one straw, in the bot- 
tom of her heart, about chemistry, 
and botany, and mineralogy, and all 
that sort of stuff; only because 'tis fa- 
shionable I must hare masters, just as 
for Italian, and French, and drawing, 
and music, and dancing — and, except 
dancing, what woman but lays it all aside 
as soon as ever she is married ? — (Beau- 
champ nods.) — And mamma knows that, 
in her conscience, as welt as you and I 
do. — (Beaucbarap itods again.) — But in 
the mean time mamma, (who is the best 
<of mothers) 

Beau. In a parenthesis — take breath, 
Ju. 

Jul. No occasion — mamma, I say, 
wishes me of course to have the name of 
kno.wing every thing that's fashionable } 
so X inusthave all the expensive masters, 
which I'm very scvry -ibr— and they most 
H3 
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be paid, which she is very, sorry for— and 
at which papa is very angry. 

Beau. I don't doubt him — ^fathers al- 
ways are horrid, when it comes to money: 

Jul, But after all, where is St. Al- 
bans ? 

Beau. Faith ! — I don't know — I want 
him about, a horde. 

Jul. And we shall want him here 
immediately, as soon as M. le Grand 
comes, to practise the ballet and quadrille 
with me. 

Beau. Quadrille !— Aye, that's like 
you girls, who always think a young 
man has got nothing to do, but to dance 
his legs off with you. 

Jul. And full as agreeable, I should 
think, as drinking his head off with you» 
gentleinen, or risking his neck riding 
wicked horses. I declare, brother — {in'a 
sentimental tone) — it makes me quite ner- 
Tous to see St. Albans mount that horrid 
Cacaft^o of yours. 

Beau. Ju! I bar sentiment about 
Cacafogo.— Not a word at your peril 
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against Cacafogo — don't yoa spoil my 
marketi or I'll spoil yours. 

JuL That yoii might not find quite so 
easy, brother-^Recollect that St. Albans 
is passionately fond of dancing, and al- 
ways dances with me. 

Beau. Don't be cock-a-hoop, tny an- 
gel. — Passionately fond of dancing — don't 
trust to that, Ja. — St. Albans is passion- 
ately fond of every thing by turns : — ott 
horseback, passionately fond of horses — 
with the dogs, you'd think he'd go mad ; 
— on the box, Blagrave's his king : — drir- 

ingl you'd think he'd drive to the d 1. 

— No such thing ; next hour, down on 
the floor in the study, passionatdy fond 
of a book — mad about the classics. 

Jul. The classics ! 

Beau. Aye, they not baring been 
flogged and drummed into him, the fellow 
falls into transports with Homer and Ho- 
race, and all the old school-books, wher- 
ever he meets with them. And while 
that fit's on, he'd fall down and wor^ip 
any old rum-tntor, that came in his way; 
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— 'tis then those Ooslows are all the 
dandies. 

Jul. What can he find to like in the 
Onslows? — for tho* of a good family, 
they are seldom in town, mamina says. 

Beau. And in the country they don't 
keep hounds even— ^and as to Arthur 
Onslow, the son, he's an odd fish, tbo' 
he sits a horse well enough — but 1 do 
betiere the father and son have but one 
horse between them, and that do great 
shakes, — and yonng Onslow don't drive, 
—to say, drive; — and he won't play bil- 
liards, tho' I know he can, — and he don't 
bet — and he's never in a row : — so what 
the fan of him is, I can't for the soul o r 
blood of me see or say. 

Eiiier Popkin. 

Pop. Mr. St. Albans is just come in. 

Jul. Oh, then, if M. le Grand would 

come, vre could have a waltz before the 

Miss Minchins come. 

Beau. And then for Cacafogo i 

{Exit Beaucbamp.) 
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Pop. Miss Courtington I one word, if 
yon please, 

JuL [Turning back with a look qf 
vexatioTL] Well 1— don't stop me now^ 
Popkin. 

Pop. Only Ma'am> to know what I 
shall do with tbat Widow Beauchamp, 
Miss ? She was here half an honr ago, 
with the lessons for the harp. 

Jul. Why, couldn't you tell her the 
harp is so out of tune, and Ae strings so 
broke, I conldn't possibly take a lesson. 

Pop. So I did, Ma'am-.-but she said 
she had strings with her o' purpose, and 
she offered to tune it, but - — ■ 

JuL Bat in short you seat her away ; 
and what signifies keeping me now, 
Popkin? 

Pap. Only, Ma'am, that she'll call 
again in b^f an hour, and I most re'lly 
know what to say, for she's so difficult t<k 
deal with ; being a sort of relation of my 
lady's, sbe has such a manner with her — 
I can't so well shut the door in her face. 
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Jul, But civilly to be sure, you give 
her a ticket. — Sbe is no relation of oaFS, 
only a connexion or god-daughter of 
inatnma's or somebody's — but that 
wouldn't prevent her from taking a 
ticket like other people. 

Pop. Indeed, Ma'am, whatever ailed 
her, she would not touch the ticket, with- 
out giving the lesson, she said. 

Jul. Then she may let it alone, that's 
all. {Going angribf.) 

Pop. (FoUomii^.) Yea, Ma'am, if that 
was all — but she is always talking about 
all my lady's owing her for them years*' 
lessons on the harp. 

Jul. Well, you must speak to mamma 
about that. 

Pop. My lady won't hear of it. Ma'am. 

Jul. And bow can I help that? — 
Pray don't keep me any longer, listening 
to what I can't possibly help. {Going 
hasitit/.} 

Pop. {FoUowittg.} That's what I say. 
Ma'am, — but — ^bat she says she must see 
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aod speak to you. Miss, about the music 
she copied for you> as she never has been 
paid for. 

Jul. Dear, how shabby ! to speak of 
such a trifle. 

Pop. So I tell her. Ma'am — and she 
a geotleworoan bom, it's quite a shame. 
— But distress does bring people so lovf. 

Jul. La ! how disagreeable. 

Pop. And she says her children's 
starving. 

Jul. Starving! — nonsense — that's the 
old story, like any common beggar- 
woman. — I'm sure Mrs. Beauchamp 
onght to be ashamed. — I can't stay any 
longer now — Is St. Albans in the dancing- 
room P {Exit Juliana.) 

Pop. (Alone.) So much for the Widow 
Beauchamp ! — If ever I patronise a widow 
again !— — {Exit Popkin.) 
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SCENE III. 

ffaU — Land Courtington's. 
Enter St. AlbsmSf foUmoed by Quaco. 

Sl Alb. Well, Quaco, how do you like 
England ? — How do you like London? 

Quaco. London very fine, Massal — 
QuaCo like England very much, Massa. 
— ^Very good country, England. — No 
whip for de stare, — nor no slave no where. 

St. Alb. True. — No slaves in England. 
From the moment that yon touched 
English ground, Quaco, you ceased to 
be a slave. 

2uaco. Me ! — Quaco ? 

St. Alb. You, Quaco — you are as 
free this moment as I am. 

Quaco. {Clapping his hands and caper- 
ing.) Free! free ! Quaco? — But no, Massa 
— [Changing his tone, and kneeling to his. 
master) — me will be Massa's slave alway. 

St. Alb. My servant, henceforward — 
not my slave. Now if you stay with me. 
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it is from chpice. — Yoy i)?^y go when, 
and where yoa please — you may chose 
anther roaster, 

Qtuico. Qaaco never have no other 
masGa. — Goo4 a)a?sa — love liim — kind to 
Qaaco, from time leetlg piccioiDi boy. — 
Oh, let QuacD stay wi^ m^ssa. 

St. Mb. Stay* and welcome, my faith- 
ful fellow, — bqt remember you are at 
liberty. And here, Quaco, look at this 
little scarlet purse — it has my name 
marked on it — ^your mother marked it 
for me.— It contains, — what do you tbink 
it cootaina i 

Qaaco. Gcold guinea, Massa, me tink 
roe see peeping. 

St. Alb. All the money you have 
earned, Quaco, — the price of that pro- 
vitiOn ground, at which you used to work 
so hard, in every hour you had to your- 
self, — I told you, that if you trusted to 
me, and if you would come to England 
with me, you should not lose the value 
of your former labor. 
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2uaco. Oh, Massa! how good you 
remember 1 

St. Jib. Here is all the money 'you 
have earned, and something more. — Now 
don't let it spoil you. — Don't spend this ' 
money in drinking. 

Quaco. (Very seriously.) Massa, na 
- — me promise you — no rum — ^no drinky 
for drinky — but drinky for dry. 

<S'^ Alb. . And don't throw away your 
money. 

fluaco. Throw I^— Oh, Quaco never 
throw it away. 

St. Alb, Shew me, Quaco, that yoii 
are a reasonable being, and fit to be free — 
But I hear M. le Grand's Tiolin.~Now 
for the waltz and charming Juliana. {Exit 
St, Albans.) 

Quaco. (Alone. J Shew you Quaco fit 
to be free. — Yes, Quaco shall. 
[He sings.) 

" Freedom ! freedom ! happy eougd. 
" Magic land tbis British ground ; 
" Touch it slave, and slave be free^ 
" Ti8 the Land of Liberty." 
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" Indian Obe^t wicked art, 

" Sicken dow poor negro's heart ; 

" English Obee make* the alave 

" Twice be young, and twice be brave. 

" Qui<^ the magic, strong the pow'r— . 
" See man changing in an hour ! 
" For the day that makes him free, 
" Double worth that man shall be. 

" Matia, grateful Quaco do 
" Twice the work of slave for you ; 
" Fight for Matsa twice as long; 
" Love for Masn twice a« strong."— 

Lore massa ! yes— Quaco nerer forget 
how he look when he say Quaco free — 
and here— oh, good massa — (pulling his 
little purse from his bosom.) — his own 
little scarlet purse — all for Quaco ! — all 
Qaaco'sownl — Quacoearn all this! — fhe 
opens the purse, and begins to count the 
money.) One, two, — dear massa ! — three* 
four, five, six, seven — no, jne never throw 
away dese, massa. {A callbehind Ihescenes 
o/Q,nacd, Quaco!) — Quaco coming.— 
(Quaco gathers his money together.) 
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Enter Popkiu. 

Pop. Hey, Q-uaco.— What ar't about ? 
— Gold ! — what's all this F 

Quaco. Little purse — little money good 
massa giveQuaco. {Puts the purse hastib/ 
in his bosom.) 

Pop. [Aside.) More fool he I [Aloud.) 
Well — massa, as you style him, desires 
you'll take yourself and your tambarine 
in to the ladies, to play for them— they're 
dancing. 

Qitaco. Tambarine l-'-me ran,—- mo 
play for massa. [Exit Qnaco.) 

Pop. And I're a mind to bUce a le^on 
from M. le Grand myself. [Exit Popkin, 
practising steps.) 



EN& OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

Lad^ Couriington's Drawing Soom. 

Xflrfj/ Cou rtington— J uliana— Beauchamp 

— St. Albans — M. le Grand, the dan- 
cmg-masler — Dancers — Quaco plai/ing 
on the tambdriite. The ;gmng people are 
dancing. 

M: U Gr. [Beating time.), AixoNS 1 
Eh ! Ah !— Bah ! Bbn !— G'a va bien ]—k 
menreille ! 

Lady C. {Looking ort through her glast, 
and at convenient pauses exclaiming) Very 
well, St. Albans !^ Vastly well ! tho' you 
don't tbiok so. — Charming Miss Min- 
chin ! — Quite a sylph, Miss Cat'rin! — 
{The dance ^finishes, — St, Albans a«rf Juli- 
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ana come forward towards Lady Conr- 
tiDgton.) Not amiss, I declare, Juliana ! 

iSf. Alh. Not amiss !— Oh, Lady Cour- 
tiDgton, how cold 1 — Juliana dances di- 
vinely i but you are her mother, and can't 
say so. 

Lady C. I protest I say all I tiiink. — 
Juliana certainly did better just now than 
usual. — ^There is a great deal in having a 
good partner ; when she is pleased with 
her partner, I have observ.ed she has 
more spring. — Miss Minchin, won't yon 
take some refreshments. — I fancy yon 
will find something here. — Miss Cat'rin 
— Captain Mardyke, you always take 
luncheon. — Jnliana, my dear, yon know 
what the Miss Minchins like. [Loohtng 
to a table where refreshments are laid out.) 

Jul. Dear mamma, the Miss Min- 
chins are quite at home here, you know ; 
and I am so dying with heat — I hope 
there's ice ? — (St. Albans goes eagerly far 
refreskiMfUsfor Juliana, tohUe Lady Cour- 
tington speaks to the dancing-master, and 
leads him bowing to the table — Lady Court- 
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ington returns while St, Albans is setHng 
a chair for Juliana, and presenting ice to 
fur. — Beauchamp standing In/, devouring 
sandcoiches — Juliana siyiks on her seat.) — 
JuL So fatigued I am t quite fagged ! 
Lady C. So attentive^ so polite, so 
gallant as St. Albans always is — I own I 
do like that. 

Beau. Confoundedly unfashionable! 
But he'll be cured of all that by the 
time he has run a season in I^n'on. 

Jul Yes, young men of the ton, 
brother, are such absolute bears, thinking 
of nothing from morniog till night but 
themselves ; one could no more think of 
falling in love with such selfish crea- 



Beau, And who wants 'em to fall in 
love, Ju?— Or who's ever thinking of fal- 
ling in love, now-a-days ? 

St. Alb. Who ? — Every man who has 
any feeling or sense. — How can he help 
it? 

Jul. This ice is so refVeshing ! 
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Lady C. Ice I — My love ! — Is it pos- 
sible yoQ are taking ice after dancing? 

Jtd. When Mr. St. Albans broaght it 
to tne, lioir could I refuse it ? 

Lady C. Oh ! St. Albans ! would ybu 
kill her ? 

St. Alb. [With eager and tender alarm.) 
— Juliana, don't touch, any ojore, I 
beseech you !-^Iet me take it from you. — 
[Taking the glass from Juliana, and giving 
it to Beanchamp.] — Beduchamp .' will 
you take this glass, while I fan Juliana. 

Beau. [Takes the glass ungraciousbf — 
reluctantly ihoves to set it down on a table, 
and says, — aside.) " While you fan Ju- 
liana," — say rather, while you meik6 a 
. fool of yourself! 

Lady C. St. Albaus, I am so milch 
obliged to yon for desiring your Httte 
Quaco, who is really a favourite of 
mine, to play on the tambarine; — ^you 
think of every thing, St. Albans — senti- 
ment always has a good memory — the 
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metttory ^ (he hearty as somebody eaid. 

(^t/^ St. Albans /am Juliana, Xo/fy 
Courtington looks back to the table cf 
r^reshmentsj where tfie Miss Min- 
chins are stattding.) 

Lacbf C. Beaacbamp !-~tbe Miss Mia- 
chins, -my dear. 

Beau. The Miss Mincbins, Ma'am ?■— 
I'm quite done up, I hope you've taken 
care of yourselves, Mardyke~~Cartaret, 
there's champagne. 

Lady C, I hope yoaVe every thing? 
Just give a look, Beaucharop. 

Beau. (ToLadyC.) Where's Popkin, 
i wonder? — Why don't you make him 
wait on these occasions, Ma'am } 

Lady C. Here is Popkin — one would 
think be had heard you. 

Enter Popkrn. 

Beau. Popkin, do wait :— see if those 
ladies want any thing, do. 

Pop. {Without stim'tig.) Yes, Sir, im- 
mediately j but if I could speak a word 
to Miss Courtington 
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Lad^C. ToJuliaQal^NfMleHEioisellele, 
Blanc, the dress-iniaker, may be^I bnow 
lier time's preciotts-~»biit for me, tdl her 

I know she'll be so very kiod to wait, 

«hew her into my dfesang room. 

Pop, *Tis notthe dress-makeF, Ma'am, 
it is one who wants to speak a wwd with 
Hiss Conrtiogton in private. 

Beau. Id pri?ate, Jtt l-^t. Albans ! 
— ifs jonr cue to Jook jealous, and faith 
I think he's up to that already. 

St Jib. Pshaw ! — Bcauchamp. 

(St. Albans retires to the Miss Miacbins.) 

Jul. Nons«ise, brother ! — .{rising.) 
Oh ! mamma, I know who it is, — I dure 
say that odious eternal widow Beaa> 
champ. 

Saaco. {Advtmces mthout being no- 
ticed, and listens.) Ah, me ! poor widow ! 

Lady C. Mercy 1 Popkin, Why did 
yoQ let he^ in ? — Well, Juliana is dan- 
cing you see, and cannot possibly take a 
lesson on the harp now. — Mrs. Beau- 
[Champ, (looking at her watch) is half an 
hour beyond bee time, full I — she should 
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be more punctual, — that's all you ^ave 
to say, Popkin. 

Pop. [GoiTtg close up to Juliana, artd 
whimpering.) But, Miss, I can't get her 
out of the house J she won't go without, 
4t least, the money from you for the 
music. 

Lady C. What's all that, Juliana?— 
What is all this, Popkin ? 

Miss C. Nothing, mamma — nothing 
at all, but that Mrs. Beauchamp is the 
most trouhlesome creature about the least 
trifle. — If you could settle with her, mam- 
ma, about the two years* lessons on the 
harp. 

Lady C. Impossible tww — when my 
lord comes to town, — she may call agaia 
next week ; — Monday, tell her j — give her 
this answer, ^nd send her away, Popkin. 
— Troublesome ! ungrateful woman ! — 
When I recommended her to Lady Min- 
cbin, and the Duchess of Beltravers.— 
Well, Popkin! — What is he wMting for, 
Juliana? 

I S 
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Jid. Dear Ma'am, nothiDg, onl/ Ibe 
niuiiic she copied for me, ages ago^— La ! 
Popkin, do get rid of ber withoat my 
seeing Tier. 

Pop. I declare to goodness. Ma'am, 
I've done my best.— -But, Ma'am, she's 
taking on so, and lady- Mincbin's ser-' 
rants'within hearing, and that black, — 
(Qnaco turns awa^, appears not to be lis- 
tening;) that, there black even, who was 
below, was ready to cry like a fool, 
«ts he is, wlien she talked of her children 
starving, — so all the scandal being falU 
iog on me, I was put to a non-ptmh. 
Ma'am. 

Jut. Her children starving.' Oh, that's 
shocking if it's trne— you never told me 
a word of that before, Popkin. 

Pop. I did, indeed. Miss— this morn- 
ing. 

Quaco. {Aside.) Ha I Miss !— you hear 
dat? 

Jul. If you did, I forgot it.— Popkin. 
tell Clarke to send me my ridicule j I't« 
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a notion I've notes there that will do. — 
Stay, Popkin — Mademoiselle Le 31»ne 

promised 

Lady C. Never mind. — Go, Popkin, 
tell Clarke to bring the ridii^uk—pny 
Mrs. Beauchamp, Juliana, and have done 
with her. — {Exit Popkin, tcitk his usual 
pirouetle.^Lady Courtiogton turning to 
the rest qf ike compatty.)—M. Ijs Grand, 
you were talking of some char^iing 
French artificial flowers— do let the Miw 
Minchins have a look at them. — fJUtum- 
mg to SMMa^a., and speaktHg in alow voice.) 
I am sure I thought, Juliana, you had 
paid Mrs. Beauchamp long ago. 

Jul. And I thought, mamma, that 
you had settled with her for the harp- 
lessons, — so that made my conscienca 
quite easy. 

Lady C. Well I say no more about it 
now — all this whispering will seem odd. 
There are the Miss Minchins, and Cap- 
tain Mardyke standing np, wondering — 
and Beanchamp is so impatient, he'll 
blurt oat opmething. 
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Jid. He knows notbttig — that^s one 
eomfort. 

Lad^ C. And here com^ St. Albans 
.hiiDself,-*4eaTe the ndicak to me, I'll 
settle it iall. 

St. Afb. {Ctming between them.) Do I 
inteimpt ? 

Zai^ C. Interrupt ! 
■ ltd. You! — Oh>no. — Twasonly 

M^ehf C. Onlj' &hout a poor widoVr-^ 
m tort of prot^fee of oara. 

St. Alb. {Loolmtg tenderb/ at jQliiina.) 
—Aye, so I thought — seiiie charitable 
secret.— Dear, amiable Juliana, how 
it confuses her. — {Kisses her band.) 
{Aside.) How I wish Arthur On^w 
oovld see her at this moment ! 

Suaeo. (Aside.) Ah, Massa ! — Lore' 
blind ! — Xktve deaf too ! 

{The three Miss Minchins, -crwened 
with artificial fiaeoers, advance^ kd 
Jonofird by M. le Grand.) 

M. le Or. Voila, qui est charmaote 1 — 
Behok what is charming! — (After placing 
the young ladies^ M. le Grand passes be- 
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to each qf their crowns qfpwers.) I# Jott- 
quillei— Le Jacinte l-^-L* Chevrefeaill«' 
De Jonquil !-^Di8 Hyaciot — (Je whutyau 
call, booee-sockeK 

{The three Miss MiQChins titter in three 
different tones— He I He ! He /— 
Ha! Ha! Ha !—Ho ! He! Hoi) 
Lady C. Charming 1 — quite charm- 
ing !— really eharming ! 

M. le Gr. Eh pour mademoiselle, 
Voila! indforAfctfwi 
{Turning to Jiitiana, and displaying a 
crown <^ roses asad haaftb»m, ap- 
proaches her — St. Albotis eagerfy tok- 
ing it from his hands.) 
St. Jib. Allow me, M. le Graad— 
you know it was my choice, 

M. le Gr. Ah, Oui — de mste of mon- 
sienr, for mademoiselle. 

St. Alb. [Kneeling, presents the crotm , 
;& Juliana.) Queen of the May ! 

M. le Gr. Belle attitude, 9a !— Fiue 
attitude, dat f — And mademoiselle ! — she 
retire one step'— modeste Anglaise ! — 
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English modesty ! — but accept always,' 

Mees8> and relieve Monsieur — Releyex- 

MoDsieur. 

{77ie Miss Mincbmu.— Bet Bet Set- 
Bat Bat Ba/—BoI Bo! Bo!) 
Lady C. [To the Aftff Miachins.) He 

is so engaging} St. Albans, — I protest I 

conld not tell bow to refuse bim — Could 

you? 

Beau. Good question — CooU ^th !<— 

very fair t 

(St. Albans places the crown on Juliana'^ 

head, who looks very jaodest:} 

M. le Gr. (Tliroanng himseff^into an 

attitude <^ admiration and testacy.) Su- 

perbe ! et simple '• 
Lady C. So French ! — so elegant != — 

so becoming t 

M. le Gr. Si int^ressante !^ — »o in- 
teresting ! 

Enter Popkin, mlh a Work-bag. 
Pop. Clarke, that could not find Miss 
- Juliana's ridicule, till now, my lady. 
Lady C. Give it to me, Popkin. — Five 
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poQnd, my love, did not you bid me give 
this poor womaD. 

Jul. Yes, mamma— Poor creature ! 

St. Alb. {Aside.) " A heart open as 
day, to melting charity." [Aloud — to the 
.Miss Mincbins.) — But we distress her. 

{O0rs kis arm to one of the young ladiest 
and toalks away with them to the far- 
thest end of the room.) 

Lady C. Popkin, take these notes to 
Mrs. Beauchamp. 

M. le Gr. [To Juliana.} De accom- 
panements de t *im of de robe of de queen 
of de May wid lie crown, — ^you take dem, 
Mademoiselle? — or Meess Cat'rin will 
take all, she say. 

(PopktB retires to a table, and seems ex- 
amining the notes.) 

Jul. Miss Cat'rin I — not at all, MoD- 
sieur~-I take them of conrse.<^^Stay', 
Popkn ! 

M. le Gr. Ah, bonl — Very good. — 
Only four pound 

Jul. Which I'll call and pay Madame 
ie Grand, on Monday. 
13 
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Jf. le Gr. Ab I dat iiraald he same 
ting to me. Mademoiselle, but 'tis leeUe 
protSg^e of hers, . who canotrt pari with 
de flower dis eaison, batibr argent comp- 
tant — de ready money. 

Jitl, La ! how provoking ! 

M.kGr. Pardon— bat de Miss Mitt- 
chin hare pay, and c^er me, iava guinie 
for dese. 

Jul. Dear mamma! What can I 
do? 

Lady C, You mnst hare the crown 
St. Albans has chosen fof you, and that 
he put on your head. ^ 

M. le Gr. And de crown and de robe 
accompanement, cannot he separate. 

Jul. Then I must take them all, and 
M. le Grand must'have the four pounds. 
—So, Popkin, [goes to the tab& at which 
Popkin is examining the notes, and snatcba 
up /our of them), I must have these — Mrs. 
Beauchamp can have but one, and l^re 
it is for her — and she's very well off. 

Lady C. The rest on Monday — say, 
Popkin. 
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Pop. Of course, my Latly. 

[Exit Popkip.) 

(Jaliftiui puts the notes into the hqnds qf 
M. le Grand — </ this mome*t St. 
Albans comes behind, hpr, and she 
starts.) 

St. Aib. Caught you! — found you 
•ut again. I do beliere, M. ]e Grand, 
your little prot^g^e will be made quite 
Itappyj — you applied well, I see. 

M. le Gr. [Bowi/tg.) Ah, heureuse- 
ment ! 

Siuaeo. {Aside.) A\Maa^l too good! 
— blind good ! 

Lady C. Why, I make it a principle I 
to encourage ingenuity, and elegant in- 
genuity. 

Jul. An emigraot countesB's daugh- 
ter too, in distress — 'tis quite a charity, 

Suacp. (Aside.) AlUalkee! — talkee! 

Lady C. [Looking back.) But what's 
become of the Miss Mincbins, Beau- 
champ, and Captain Mardyke ? 

Beau, Mardyke 1 he was o£F the mi- 
nute he'd done eating, to r^Jiere guard. 
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and the Miss Minchins the minute they'd 
doDC, — as soon as the coronatioQ was 
over, they made their exits; and their 
He! He! He!— Ha! Ha< Ha!— Ho! 

Ho ! Ho ! 

Jul. Oh, 6e, brother, to mimic them, 
when they are my friends. They were 
vastly obliging to come for this practice 
to-day. 

Lady C. Bat now that they are 
gone, between ourselves, candidly, M. 
le Grand, the quadrille will be quite ano- 
ther thing when we have, instead of that 
youngest Minchin, my-sweet little Lady 
Mary Manby. 

^M;leGr. Dat go without contradick, 
my Lady. 

Jul. {Aside.) And when instead of M. 
le Grand's standing up with his kit, we 
httve my young duke of Beltravers. 

M. le Gr. {Making several dancing* 
master's bows.) Most humble — most obe- 
dient — most devoted- 

[Exit M. le Grand.) 

Beau. {Stretching loTig, and j/auming 
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loud.) Tbaok you alt for going at last, 
for I'm done up. What a bore — is in't> 
St. Albaos 7 

Si. Jib. Bore !-^l thought the qa»- 
drille charming. 

Beau. That's good. &ith ! — Bat. ;my 
good fellowj I forgot you're from the other 
world — and I sha'n't be long for this 
world if I don't get a gallop; — that 
Quaco of yours ought to be broken on 
the wheel — Cydoppedy, as Blagrave calb 
him, won't be shod these two hours—try 
Cacafogo, and I'll take Potatoes, — come. 

jMdy C. No, my dear Beauchamp : 
I mast detain St. Albaos, this guardian- 
ship business must be settled to day.— 
Mr. Onslow may call — it would not look 
well for St. Albans to be out of the wayj 
so, positivelyi I can't part with him. 

Beau. Well, good momiDg to you. 
St. Albans, you are a lucky fellow at all 
events, not to be a ward in chaocery, tied 
neck and heels. — -Better be a ward of my 
father's. {Exit Beauchamp.) 

Lady C. My lord certainly would be 
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a aaosfe indirigeDt guardian to yoiili^ St. 
Albaos. 

Jul. And we should all be bo happr, 
never to be separated. 

St. Alb. Oh ! Juliana, that would be 
h^tpineis indeed. 

Ladft G. St. Albaua, ' we shall have 
ear fancy-concert for you this eveoiug, 
as fo4l as possil^e. — (Quatio is tmpU^ed 
m clearing the table at the farther end ((f 
the room.) I've scarcely ooe apology — \a- 
dsed, pei^ie are curious ; for yoa kjiow 
*t» something new. — A /ana/- concert — 
- aH the performrers in fkney dresses, — Ju- 
liana, tny love, positively you shall be 
queen of the May, since St. Albans 
'Struck out that character for you,-<~flo 
appropriate j — and you must give bin 
his &voinrite soags. 

St. Jib. Oh ! Juliana, tmS you i 

Jul. {With a sweet smiie.) If I possi- 
bly ctin, l»it I know I sh^l be so horridly 
frightened.-'-^'tis such a shocking thiog 
to sing in public; but since mamma 
makes it a point! 
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St. Mb. {Aaide.) How «W copqNeu 
her owD i^ellngs. 

Qvkco. {f^eikiBing, atid^.) Ah. Kwsa, 
Masw 1 Pray ^u qa ia^ m love _md litt 
Misfr— |KM>r Q«aco no csn k>ve. 



SCENE II. 

Ladif Courtingfon's Housekeeper's Boom. 
The Widow Beauchamp and Popkin. 

Pap. (A^ftmtitg Ins cntva/.) I dtto't 
know. — Nothing mope-optfn my veracrty, 
Ma'am.-^Z oan't ptetend to say» upon 
my l^oHor, Mrs, Betmchaonp.'-^I ooly 
koows as my lady said, sbe'd call on 
yon to'inorrow if possible, or if you'd call 
agmioo' Monday' — - 

Mrs. Beau. (Aside.) To-morrow. — 
Monday !— how often bave I been put 
off in the same way, with tbe same words. 

Pt5&. {Holding a bank-note careless^ to 
ker.) And here's tbe note, M'em, Miss 
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CowtiDgton sent, if yon plwue to take it 
or not. 

Mrs. Beau. {Taking the vote.) And is 
this' all ? when so much is dne to me — so 
loDg dne! — bo hardly earned I — my t^tt- 
dren ! — Did you tell Lady Coartiogton ^ 
Did yoo tell Miss Coartiogton that ? 

Pop. Oh, of coarse I told *em all 
that, Me'm. 

Enter Quaco> with a tray of refreshments. 
Quaco. Mr. Popkey, me bring all des 
down — save you de trouble. 

Pop. Eh, Qnaco. — LuDcheon bring- 
ing down — bey — stay. 

{Helps himse^ as Quaco passes, svoaUatos 

ice behind Mrs. Beaochamp. — Quaco 

busies himself in arranging duhes, but 

from time to time tums^ and shews ' 

that he is attending to what is going oni. 

Mrs. Beau. (SiiU looking at the note.) 

This is cruel! — this is hard!: — this is 

shameful, indeed ! 

Pop. (SwaUowing biscuits tohiie he- 
speaks.) Hard! cruel!— why ao moca 
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Mrs. Beauchampi M'em, on yoB tliaH 
kiiDthe'r; aod I'll engage there's. huQ- 
dreds and hundreds as good> and as ddqcU 
in need of their money as ytHirseir, 
M'em i that's at this presect speaking in 
LoD*oo> just being put off in the same 
way, and must be every hour and day o' 
the year in the metropolis. — ^Thousands 
in the same perdicament and jeopardy> 
M'emi for these small debts,, on account 
the quality can't coin. — So where's the 
petikler hardship to you, or cruelty, ov 
shame — when there's no help ? 

Mrs. Beau. No help, indeed I (^e 
sinks on a chair.) 

Pdg>. Bat you can calt again on Mon- 
day, Ma'am, as my lady mentioned; — 
and mean time you can sit, and may 
wait there till the rain's over, if you 
thinks proper, a few minutes. {Aside.) 
Now she's out o' sight o' people, I don't 
care how long she sits. {Exit Popkin.) 

Mrs. Beau. I may wait. — I may. sit 
a few minutes in this house, where— ^ 
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Bren this insolence I must cndoROh— BiU 

obt mj children ! my poor children ! . 
{^ eav&s her a/ea with her kawd, ati4 
does not see Q.Baco> toha eioaaees on 
t^toe — a giius of water in his hand. 
Q.txaco sighs — she tuns, her heady sett 
himt and starts.) 
Sxiado. Only me, lady 1 — Qoaov— 
poor negro—rdon't stir, pmy kdj !— poor 
negro be feel sonrow — be know pt^, ^Af- 
Mrs. Beau. {Bursting iato tears.) He 
pities me ! tbis poor negro 1 and my own 
relations I — (She toeeps bitierfy — Qaioo 
stands back respeetftdfy.) 

Stwco. Lady, me no lookI*-.iBe no 
mind. [Aside.) Cry bard— yea — tear 
macfa good do heart — heart no bunt den 
— me know dat. (Qaaco advancing^ pre- 
sents water to Mrs. fieauchamp.) ' Take, 
bdy, diiBk^-frefib water— God give — 
pray, lady, drink — else faint. 

{She takes the water, bows her head in 

•silent thanks — drinks — then rises.) 
Mrs. Beau. Now 1 feel qnite strong 
ftgMn, quite refivshed. — Thank you,kin<^- 
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hearted— —I cftQ walk. — Wfaete is the 
straw basket I had i ■ 

Suaco. Here, safe— herej lady, ithm^ 
on hack of chair. 

Mrs. Beau. (Putthg on her ghtxs.) I 
had better go noir. 

2aaco. Better not — yot yet — rain pour 
still, lady — I go see. — Stay, lady, bete. 
(Q.uaco lakes up a bank-note which had 
fdlen as Mrs. fieaubtaamp roscy and 
giwes H to her— goes airajf, but tarns 
backhand iaoks'at iter wkk compiasiim, 
ivbHe sbe speaks toJiersrlf.) 
Mgi- Beau, {Fixity f^r eyes upon the 
.bank'Tiole.) Onepound— bctonepoundl 
-and this ia all!"— To-motpowI ob. Tarn 
vordB ! — Call ag^- on Monday !— win 
hope ! — mi hope left I 

Quaco. {Aside~-taking a little parse 
from his bosom) Could me dare—the no 
see — she never know who — she never 
know how. 

[Slips the purse into Mrs. BeauchampV 
basket t without b^ perceiving it.) 

{Exit Oueco.) 
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Mrs. Beau. That poor negro toucb^' 
me more than all the rest. (Takes her 
basket.) There's good in the world still; 
and kindness where one least expects it. 
I will not despair, bnt trust, {Looks tip to. 
heaven.) — and hope humbly. 

{Exit Mrs. Beauchamp.) 

Be-enter Quaco, peepir^. 

Qaaco. . Safe I safe l-^She has got it — 
she not know till she get home — then 
great joy — children not Btar?e. {Rubs his 
bands with delight.) Happy Quaco ! good 
massa ! — He tell Quaco do throw away 
de money in de little purse — no, massa 
•—no. He tell Q.uaco no boy rum — no, 
massif— Quaco no drinky for drinky, but 
drioky for dry. — No buy rum-^DO throw 
Away money — no throw — give away, 
massa, like your own self. — Gi?e, massa j 
give well — make happy, massa. 

Enter Popkin. 
. Pop. Massa ! massa ! massa ! — What 
the d— — I, Quaco, are you always talki- 
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mg DODsense, stuff to yourself about 
massa? 

Sitaco. No nonsense stuff, Mr. Popk^. 
' — Quaco DO fool. 

Pop. {Aside.) Now, whether this fellow 
Is more knave or fool, confound me, if! 
can tell. (Jloud.) My little mau, I like 
your spirit. — Do you know you are a 
^favorite of mine ? — do you kuow that, I 
ask you ? 

Suaco. No, Mr. Popkey — me no know 
that. 

Pop. {Jside.) Now was he a white 
iiaan, I'd set him down for a knave; but 
being he's a black, I can't doubt but he's 
a fool.< — 1 hear he has got some money 
tbo*, and I'll be civil to the little black 
gem'man. {Rapping heard at the door.) 
Oh, rap, rap, rap ! — and James and all 
the rest of 'em, is always out of the way. 
— My legs is tired o' them double raps — 
so you'll ran, my little black gentleman, 
won't ye ? — and answer the door, and 111 
thauk you. 

Quaco. Hb ! if you tank nie, Mr. 
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Popkey— ^ne go — me rim twice so fasf>— 
me rnn, now iQuaco be free man — and 
Mr. Popkey be civil man, civil geoUe- 
man. fExit Quaco.) 

Pop. Aye, gentleman, if yon please, 
— but harkee, (caUtTig qfter him) Quaco 
— you Mr. freemaD.r— A word.— Not at 
borne to WalkeTs, mind. 

Sumo. Me understand. 

Pop. Never saw a fellow so bright- 
ened and sharpened in an hour in my 
life, as this little black boy .—I siippose 
it's the money has done it. — More fool 
bis master to give it to him ! — and greater 
fool I, if I don't get some of it from him,' 
in some shape or another. 'Twould "be 
odd enough, if X, John Popkin the white, 
weren't a match any way for Qnaco the 
black. 

Re-enter Quaco. 

Pop. "Well! delight o' my eyes I what 
art grinning for, itova^year to year f 

Quaco. Massa's friend ! — Massa's good 
friend, he coming up. 
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Pop. He !— who is coming up i 

Qu(KO.. [Rubbing his hoods.) M»ssa 
Oodow. 

Pop. Dunce! didn'l I tell you, not 
at home to Wallas. 

SUiaco. WdJ, he no 'Walker— no Mr. 
Walker, be Mr. Onslow. 

Pop. {Aside.) Blundering blackamocff 
hlockhead! {Ahud.) Wdl, off with you 
down to the hall, and get your lunoh«on 
BOW, while! settle this Onslow. 

(Exeunt Quaco and Popkin.) 



SCENE III. 

^Changes to another Apartment. 

Mr. Onslow, alone. 

Mr. 0ns. At last I have got iii-T«nd 
at last I hope I shall see Mrs. St, Albans. 
{To Popkin, zoho erUers.) Will you be so 
good. Sir, as to let Mrs. St. Albaos know 
that I am here, and-— 
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Pop. {Ittterrvpta^.) Mrs. St. AIbans» 
Sir ?— Mrs. St. Albans not at home. Sir. 

Mr. 0ns. I fancy* Sir, yon are mis- 
taken. 

Pop. Mistaken ! — no. Sir, 'tis morally 
impossible I should be mistaken. 

Mr. 0ns. {With an air cf auihorify.) 
You will please. Sir, to go and inquiie. 

P<^. ^Submitting, and obetfing for a 
moment i but after moving a few steps, re- 
turns, and resuming his saucy air and tone^ 
What name shall I say, Sir ? 

Mr. 0ns. Do not you know who I 
am. Sir? 

Pop. I beg pardon. Sir — I may 
bare happened to see you before, but we 
see so many gentlemen here. I partly 
recollect yow face now. Sir, — bat. Sir, 
candidly, I have the most treacherous 
memory now in life for some physio- 
gnomies. 

Mr.Ons, (flaugAft'fy.) Take your phy- 
siognomy out of my presence. Sir, and 
give this card to Mrs. St. Albans. 
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P(^. {Holds the card i0 to the Ught, 
and reads' the name.] Ob, I see — Onslo,w> 
Sir^I beg pordui, but I'm upfortiokleLy 
a liMle »ear->ight«l tomttm/ts. [Tttnu 
en his hady tmdExk:) 

Mr. Ons. AxA very impartiAtat ah- '. 
teqys. — There's a pup|^ MMv.-<i«*0«e of 
tlnae «iiitia«cM,. oalled a. 6ne ftAtmte, 
whicb some fcx^Uh &ne people are plsM- ' 
ed «fr keep ia th^ )iwi8C& to. innHt tlieir 
gwwto, wwte Ifaeir ibrtiiaea^ dd>aKi tiii 
iniw>«i«, and corrvpfe the mortis o£ their 
childMa 1 But such a fAmt as timt now, 
wooM not be suffeicd in may ftmily, spn 
of its claim to just berediteiy sn^, tw 
cotnoieas of the trae cNjgiii^ of personal 
merit.— No,, no,— 'tis only ampng theM 
new-made Iioaoiib.— — Ha ! who comes 
h«e ? — My lady herself, who k a* ranch 
too civil as herjwoj^^amtoo rnde.^^Notr 
for her superfluity of breeding, iwd her 
urs of protection.— Grant me patioice, 
heaven t 
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Enter iMdy CourtiDgton. 

Ladp C My dear Mr. Ooslon, I'm- 
RO vastl/ glad, quite dcJigfated to see you, ^ 
—and I'm so sorry my lord's oat of towDf . 
he would, be so charmed to cidtiTate 
yonracqnuirtaBce. 

Mr, Ons. Your ladj^ship does me 
bmior. 

Liufy C. Oh, now don't talk of honor 
^there's ho honor between fnendB.-^io 
we mnst get you to come some day* and 
eat a bit of mutton with us in a fiunilj- 
w^i-^«nd your son, Mr. Arthur Onslow, 
that was at Eton with my sod, and that 
is so clever, my Beauchamp teUame — 
you must present him to me, or rather 
to my lord ; for my lord I'm sure, would 
be happy to speak of him to our fi-iends; 
^nd you. know its advantageous; . to a' - 
yonng atao, to be spoken of in certain 
circles. ■ . . 

Mr. Ons. No doubt — your ladyship 
is very good. — But may I ask. Madam, 
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at what hour you think I have the best' 
chance of finding Mrs. St. Albans at 
home, that we may settle about the 
gaardianship. 

Lady C. {With qfhcted iimpUctty.)' 
GoahlianBhip ! — Oh aye, I did hear 
somethingj but I know nothing of bnai- - 
uess of any kind. — ^Only now I recollect 
I did hear Mrs. St. Albans this nloming,' 
I think, say that she would write to you 
to-day about it: Iconclnde she did not 
wish to trouble you to come. 

Mr.Ons. ■Write! — but Icametotownf' 
for the express purpose of seeing hCT; 
and this is the second time I have waited- 
npon her by her particular desire, and 
punctually at the hour she did me the 
honor to name. 

Lady C. Yet you have missed each' 
other. — Now that is so provoking^ — But' 
this is always the way in Lon'on. Ther^' 
was I and the Duchess of Beltravers, 
running after one another all last week ; 
and my poor friend, Mrs. St, Albans, 
who is not used to Lon'on, is always en-^ 
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-tSI|#^1 l.tell you the trutb t 
Jlfr, Ohs, Uyjoi^ l^dyfl^ip, pleases,. 
Lady C. Mrs. St. Albans is Ijf^s ino^ 

neat at a cbina-anctioD. 
.4fr. Qns. tJVifhmdigwnt.astonishm^^ 

Af^^cytu^An9^ip«r 

y,«h S^W iw>wUy; Aeil3»m. 1*(e ¥5* rw»t 
Ipj^ ^meitiU<Haqer-twft • 

^^r.,QTK.: Xb^ n:^[M-es99Ce splgbA 
have been spar^.— rlV^d^m^ -^ou. wiH do 
n^r^^|u^ii^;^lfjt Ml?. 8^. Albftm ^now 
tb^.I s^U leave .toi|^ eviy to-^iuHTonr 
itorniftg. 

i,^^G. I ^erUiDly will. — Adieu then, 
■ay g^ Mr. Onsfowi sioce it must be 
so, — and Mrs. St. Albans sbalt write.— 
L'qv., ^o sorry ray lord's not at l^^e* 
(^(^.Coiii;tiogtpa zoftchgs JIfr. Onslow, 
as Iff vtuj^: periurbation he is looking for 
his.hat afid;Carie-r-she prescntf l&ff cane to 
hintrrrJieJt&wttandis^qmg,) {Asi4e.)^tAtlf 
got rid^of J^mr-rrNov I may f^ye qiyself 
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Enter Mrs. St. Albaos^(n)Ao has aveiystjfif 
lat^uid JVesC Indian matmerj at ike side 
o/tposile to that, at which Mr. Od^ow is 
going out. Latfy CourtiDgtpn and Mr. 
Onslow, who are standing witk their 
backs to Mrs. St. Albans, stsrt on hear- 
ing her voiee. .. . . ■ , . 
Mrs. St: Aib. Queco tells ttie^^=^-^ 
Mr.Ons. cMy Aftar Madam, 1- am 
' glad to see you returned- from the ctiina 
auction. > , . , . 

Lady C. My dear creature, I tboHght 

you would b& detained at that china 

auction til) dinner-time. ' . 

(Lady CoBrtington inakes a sign to'Mrs. 

St. Albans ; but without nolicii^ it, 

Mrs. St. Albans replies.) 

Mrs. Si. Jib. China auction !— re 

turned — detained — {rubbing her eyes}- soi 

I awake, or am I in a dream ?— I think I 

hare been in a dream since I came to 

London, and any thing is possible in 

dreams. — Forgire me, my -dear Lildy 

Courtington,, if I am blunderiDg.— But as 
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yon truly told me yesterday, I am not 
yet half u/) to a London life. 

Lady C. (Jside.) Nor ever will be, 
most stupid of dawdlers ! 

Mr. Ons. (Aside.) So much the better. 

Mrs. St. Alb. So the sooner I leave 
town the better. 

Lady C. Leave it ! — Oh, heaven for- 
bid 1 — I won't hear of that — and yon are 
absolutely bound in duty, and by your 
. inateroal tenderness, to Ifve in town for 
your son's sake, to give him all the ad- 
vantage of the best masters. 

Mr. Oits. {Smilii^.) Coachmen, grooms, 
and footmen, inclusive ; who, if not the 
best, are, it must be allowed, the most 
fluccessful, and " the most approved 
good masters" of pur young nobility and 
^gentry. 

Lady C. Shocking satirical creature ! 
\— But all that depends on the tutor, if 
, you have but a tutor you can rely upon; 
And my lord and I have twenty in our 
..eye for St. Albans, the one better than 
tb6 other.— There's Mr. What^s-hts- 



name, my dear-^-a famous man» who wiu 
^ith the young Duke of Beltravers abroad. 
— There's no going beyond htm. . 

Mrs. St. Alb. I do not know. — I am 
not quite satisfied. 

. Lady C. Well then, my dear* satufy 
yourself by all means. — You shall fee 
.them alh-^We'll have a bevy — a levee of 
tutora for you.— I'll write notes directly. 
Popkin I 

Mrs. St. AJh. I beseech you, my dear 
Lady Conrtington* give n)<e time to 
breathe— to think. 

Enter Popkio. Ladjf Courttngton nods 
— Popkin makes a pirouette^ and Exitf 
scnfing — '* I wish people would know 
** their own minds." 

Lady C. {To Mrs. St. Albans.) Time 
to breathe and welcome, my dear. All I 
know is, I expect my lord in town every 
hour, and I am sure my lord will think 
nothing of the trouble of beinj; acting 
guardian. 

Mrs.St,Alb. Lord Courtiugton. is very 
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gvod.-^ You we my kiad^ my daarXady 
-Conrtingtm.— I ham not beard Mr. 
. Oaslow say one word yet 

MrvOm, I trastad tbaL vrdrds. were 
uiuieceHary, to courinceMbs. St. Albans 
""Buit she may commaDd any servicdi in 
ngr^wer. 

Jiin.St.Jlb, Then in tfae j&rst ^ace» 
my good Sir, I am anidoHs to know what 
you think of my son. — Pray tell tnefre^ 
-all his faaltfl, 

Ltufy C. And bos St.- Albans any 
iaolts? 

. Mrs-. St. Aib. Have yoit seen any 
thing wrong in his dis{totition P 

Mr. 0ns. Nothing — he is candidj ge^ 
nerous, and full of noble ambition, 

Mrs. St. Alb. True — true— most true ! 
-^than,k you— thank you, Mr. Onslow. 

Lady C. {Aside.) I have praised St. 
Albans a hoildred times more, yet this 
foolish mother never thanked me half as 
mu^. [Alottd.) How-well Mr. Onslow 
has seized oar dear St. Albans's cha- 
racter. ^ 
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Mt.Ohs.. Chavactfsr! Madam, Isatct 
not Qoe word of .his cbi«acter — I «pol(e 
only pf his dtspo9ition.r~His€bflrb(iter is- 
not yet. formed; that wilt depend— •» 

Mrs. St. Alb. {Eagerb/.) Oft whst^? 
Oh. te}lme! 

Mr. 0ns. On the fHendships he foruH. 
the corapsDy he Iieeps, and the manner 
m which -he spends his timoj during the 
next, few years of his life. 

Lady C. The company is the grand 
thing. — It is so es8ential.-*-It is th& ruin 
of young men of fortune, not to keep the 
best company early. 

Mr.Ons. Certainly. — By the best com- 
pany I do not, however, mean the most 
fashionable. 

tadaf C. {Aside.) Then be is a- bear. 

Mr. 0ns. And at St. Albans's age, add 
with his ardent .imagineti(»i, I i^ioatd 
fear for him the temptations, the^^UM'tfttn, 
of a fashionable life in a capital city. 

Lady C. Excuse me, Mr. Ooslov.— 
-'Tis certunty very presumptuous in me 
ta ^eek, who am only a woman.-r>Bi^ 
K 3 
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you knowt my dear Mrs: St. Albans, 
tbe cl0rer«ft men may be sometimes 3 
little pr^adiced; and geatlemen, who 
have lived moch in retirement, let them 
be ever so liberal) when they come to 
town are- apt, I observe, to see every 
thing en lunr. Now what I say is, that 
town 'b town, and tbe worid 's the world ; 
and for yonng men of fortune, who toe 
born to live in tbe wc^Ld, the sooner th^ 
sej?. something <^it the better. 

Mr, 0ns. Yoaog men 1 — bnt are not 
we at present speaking of boys ? 

Mrs. St. Alb. Certainly, St. Albans is 
still but a boy, 

LaAf a Oh. my dear Sir— (ro Mrt. 
St. Albans.) Oh, my dear Madam, if 
you love me, if you love St. Albans, 
don't call him a .Atn/.-^Boys are in my 
.6[HBion tbe most horrid animals in na- 
ture ^ and one charming thing in Lon'on 
is, yon never seeb<^s. 

Mr 0ns. That is the very thing of 
which I complfun. — They are all men 
befoK their timsk— Meo when they 
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should be boys, and boys when they 
should be meu. 

Lady C. Well; my d^ar Mrs. St. Al- 
bans, leave your son with me and my 
lord} and I'll engage that he shall never 
be at any time of his life, that odioufl 
creature, a boy. 

Mr, 0ns. My dear Mrs. St. Albans, 
leave your sod with me, and I will 
engage that at some period of bis life, he 
shall be that admirable creature, a man. 

iMCfy C. A man !— plain man !■: — 
but I'll engage to make him a man of 
fashion. 

Mr. Ons. I shall be satisfied witb his 
continuing to be what he is, a gentleman. 

Lady C. Mrs. St. Albans is to decide 
in short, which of her friends she prefers 
for her son^s guardian. 
■ Mrs. St. Jib. My dear friends, if I 
could decide without bemg ungrateful to 
one — without offending either. ■ ■ 
' Lady C. For my part, I must confess 
I conid never forgive a slight on this 
occasion shewn to toy lord; and as to 
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-myBelC food as I am of St. All^aiu, I 
should indeed feel it very extraerdinary, 
nnkind, and uagrateful, if yea did not 
think proper to le^re him with u|. 

Mr. Ons. For my part, I declare-^ 
and I venture to make the declaration ip 
the name of Mrs. Onslow, as well as my 
own, that we shall not think it in- the 
least extraordiDary, unkiodj or ungrateful, 
if you. Madam, should not think, proper 
to let your son live wKh usi Therefore 
.put all fear of offending as out of the 
question, and decide on that which you 
think best for your son. 

Mrs. St. Jib. Since I have two friends, 
and that my sou has two guardians, why 
should not we avail ourselves Of the kind- 
ness of both. — Might not St. Albans live 
in the winter in town with Lord and Lady 
Courtington, and in the country in aum- 
mer with Mr. Onslow i 

Mr. Ons. Excuse me, my dear Ma- 
dam, — I cannot be this mere summer 
friend. — If I act as guardian, if I take 
^charge of your son, I must have the entire 
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care <iS biia. — I tauaaot be a&swenftil^ for 
measures which I do not guide. 

Lddi/C. {Aside.) Mercy! such abbld« 
sacb an nnexpeeted stroke^— and {observ- 
ing Mrs. St. AlbJois, ioko seevls in great 
fiejfiUxity) sbebBsitata .' 

Enter St. Albans. 

St. Alb. Oh. my dear mother ! Jnli- 
am is the most channtng^— (^f sto^ 
short on seeing Mr. Oaslov, andsays) Mf. 
Onflow, I didn't know you were here. 
{While St. Albans advances t9 embrace 
Mr. OdsIott, Lady Courtiogton ex- 
claims^ Oh ! St. Albans, oh ! — and 
falls into ^terics.-^Mrs. St. Albans 
supports her.) 
St. Jib. Good besTOoa !-r-What is the 
matter ? 

Mrs. St. Alb. My dear Lady Courtr 
iagtoo, compose yourself. 

St. Alb. Salts 1 — water '—air !— Qua- 
co !— Popkin ! . 
Mr. 0ns. .Who waiu there !— Send 
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yoar lady's woman here, if yon pleaae. 
Sir. 

. {Ta PopkiD, tvbo enters^ and exit, st^' 
ittgi at he turns on his heeU— aside. 
Welt sobbed i well doDe, my lady I) 

St. Jib. My dear Lady Courtington, 
what is the matter ? 

La<b/C. The matter !-~0b I oh !— 
{jobbing.) You-T-you — yop, St. Albans, 
-are the cause of it alL 

St. Alb. 1 1— 1 1— what ba¥e I done i 
\Kneels — takes Lady Courtingtoo'i hand, 
end speaks in a tone t^ great tenderness.) 
My deaf Lady Coortington^ hftw un- 
^at«&l I Bbould be V — ^My deau^ Lady 
-Conrtington ! 

Lady C. Oh, don't f — don't calt me 
your dearest Lady CoiirtiDgton ! Don't ! 
don't kneel I — Come not near me, your 
mother does not chuse it — does! not a^ 
prove. 

St. Alb. My mother, imposstUe Ir~ 
Lady Courtington does not know what 
she is saying.— Oh, Mr. Onslow, send 
^meb<>dy for a physician. 
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Mr. 0ns, {Aside to St. Albans.) Take 
it quietly, my boy. — {Lady CourtingtoQ 
riseSf but continues sobbing.) 

Enter Clarke and Fopkm mth water, 
salts f hartshorn, SCc. 

Miss Clarke. Oh, my lady — ^beayens 
above ! — unlace. 

Mrs. St. AW. If we could get her to 
her owD room, Clarke. 

Miss Clarke. Lean oa me, my lady. 

Mrs. St. Alb. And on me. 
{Lady Courtington kam on Miss Clarke, 

but refuses to lean on Mrs. St. Albans.) 

Lady C. No, no ! 

Mr. 0ns. {Aside, in an ironical toiu,) 
Motions Mrs. St. AJbans away with dig- 
nity ! 

St. Alb. Lean on me, Lady Cosrtin^ 
ton. 

Lady C. Yes, you are not ungrate- 
ful, \ hopel — I hope! — {sobbii^.y — I 
trust. 

{Lady Courtington again motions Mrs. 
St. Albans away, who then desists 
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/nro fiMomng hxr. PopUn dears 
ike toQify carrying salts, 8ic.--Ent 
iMcb/ CoarttDgloo, katang on Clnrle 
and St. Albaos.) 

Mr. 0ns. Tru& sensibility l-^Qntte a 
FreDch scene ! — Fioe stage effect ! 

Mrs. St. Jib. Stage effect '—It it pos- 
sible tbat yon can think so } 

Mr. 0ns. 'My dear . Madam, never 
mind what I think, for yoa know I am 
a poorcoontry gentleman, who sees every 
thing fft ntfA*. 

. Mrs. St. Jib. But, indeed, Mr. On- 
slow, though Lady Coartington is a little 
of a fine lady, and perhaps a little af- 
fieeted. 

Mr. Ons. Not a Uttle. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Yet she rei^ly has been 
to kind to us. ' 

Mr. Ons. For her own purposes, per- 
haps ? 

Mrs. St. Jib. Oh, no— there you do 
her injustice. 

Mr. Ons. I hope sa 

Mrs, St. Jib. 1 have not, to be sure. 
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«eeD or known any thing of her since we 
were children and 8cho<^<feHows— bat 
fhe was then to open-hearted 1 

Mr. Oas. Possibly then. 

Mrs. St. Alb. And she is al all events 
our relation — near relation. So I must 
wurii to keep well wiUi her ; and you see, 
she will be offended for ever, if I do not 
/ let St. Albans spend, at least half the 
year with her. I know my son woald 
be better far with you, bu t 

Mr. 0ns, But you would sacrifice the 
good of your child to the hysteric fit of 
an affected fine lady: Forgive me if I seem 
barsh;— but. Madam, you must — (as an 
old friend, permit mie to speak philnly]-~ 
Yon must have the strength of mind to 
prefer the right to the expedient, or you 
mio your son. I am obliged to leare 
town early to-morrow. This night I shall 
expect your decision. Madam— not with- 
out anxiety. {Exii Mr. Onslow.) 

Mrs. St. Alb. Ruin my son !-^terrible 
thought! — but has he any particular 
reasons for objecting to this family, I 
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sfaoeld have asked, I sbould have nrged 
hiin more on that point; and I sboold 
have inqoired about Newmarket. — Oh! 
I always think of what I oiight to have 
said and done, when the time fo|r sft^ak- 
ing and acting is over. . 

(Exit Mrs. St. Albana.) 



SCENE IV. 
Lady Courtingtan's HaU. 
Beauchamp an(2 Blagrave. 

Beau. The rain's over— Blag, con- 
fonnd it, bring the horses to the door, 

Bla. Why! — how oui I bring the 
horses to the door. Sir, when they ha'u't 
brought back Cycloppedy, which that 
confounded black Quaco forgot to he 
took to be shod. 

Beau. Curse him 1 he ought t« be 
flogged. 

Bla, lie ought ao, for there's no ma- 
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nagiDg them blmcksj oor tveediog *em to 
have the sense or memory of a Christian* 
without flogging of it into them, they 
say } on account they've not the feeling 
we have. 

Beau. (Waikingvp and doam,/rettH^ 

and swearing.). C se it ! — Confound 

'em all in one bag } — soi'm to lose my gal- 
lop ! — and between blacks, and guar- 
dians, and quadrilles, and hysterics, we 
sfaa'n't get SL Albans out this day :— and 
may be, he's such a weathercock, he 
may change his mind about Cacafogo, 
after all. 

Bla. Why, that's the point, your ho- 
nor, — that's what I be afear'd o' my life 
ofj and of his smelting out some'at 
about them white hairs at the knees, 
where he's marked by the fall. 

Beau, But, luckily, St. Albans it no 
great jockey. 

Bla. No, — as to jockey, he is no 
match for your honor, that is, when our 
two heads be together. — But I hope yoor 
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honor won't Ibrget the five ^ineas you 
was promisiDg.' 

Beau. Mum-~here's my sister, — step 
off yourself, Blagrave, do, to the forge, 
and try aod get Cycloppedy back> and 
I'll get St. Albans ont yet before dinner. 

Bla. So best — to strike while iron's 
hot, your honor. {Erit Blagrave.) 

Enler JoIianayhMR the opposite side. 

Jul. Well, brother, do you know 
what is to be now ? 

Beau. Not I, — more hysterics, may be. 

Jui. No, no, — ^that's all orer; and 
-mamma's herself again. Mrs. St. Albans 
has just been with her, and they are all 
upon velvet J for it is agreed that St. Al- 
bans is to decide entirely for himself 
which of the guardians he is to live with ; 
and which ever he chuses, will be the 
acting guardian as they call it, and the , 
other is not to act at all : — and you may 
be sure papa will be the man, — I'd lay 
my life upon it, St. Albans will stay with 
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US i fyr between ypa apd I, you nw^f 
sfiw a mao so' much, bo seriously in Iot^ . 
in your life. 

Beau. Much in love, — ay^, but muph 
and seriously ate two things, aud, Ju^ b?*s 
a ^al way to run to twenty-one. 

Jul. To twenty-one! as if* a man 
couldn't be seriously in love, and seriously 
married too, before he's twenty-one, with 
consent of course, when papa's guu^ian, 
you know. 

Beau. 1 know.— rl'm not so sanguine 
as you are, Ju — and I must go and see 
about Cacafogo. [Exit Beauchamp.) 

Juliana, alone, 
Cacafogo I — selfish animal 1 that bro- 
ther of mine is,— thinks of nothing but 
himself and Cacafogo. — Now would not 
it, after all, be an odd thing, if I was to be 
married before I am outs — not so odd 
neither — stranger things hare happened. 
There was Lady Gould married quite 
out of the nursery, and pretty little Mrs. 
what's-her-name, married, to my certun 
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knowledge, before ahe bad erer sat up to 
supper. — I own I'm a friend to early 
marriages——" Mrs.St. Albans's carriage 
stops tbe way !"— how delightful that 

would be ! would be ? — toill be, you'll 

•ee, in spite of my brother's incrednli^. 



END OP ACT U. 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I. 

Lor A Ontrfington's HaU, 
Enter Popkin, singing. 

Not a man io the BquftKf 
With me cm compare. 
For a ihape, and a fact^ and a 1^, and u abi 
I'll renture to swear, 
, ' Not a man i>f 'em dare 
Give an answer so tart. 
Then twm off so smart.—— 

Bat hark !-rhere*s . Blagtare singing ' 
hnxmn praises tod,— like to be a Datdi 

Enter Blagrave, singit^. 

" Here's long trotttng Tom, to IHnger-the-rcina, 
" And tip eli the go by, from Lon'on to Staine*." 
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Pep. Bravo. Blag ! 

Bla. Well, now, what I was saying, 
is, if so be I w^ bo^ a geatlenum, or 
the son of the likes, I'd never of all 
things be stingy in the article of horse- 
flesh. And, hang me, 1>nt I'd. cut snch 
a dash iqran the .rqE^l-r-^ds dickens— 
Then, mark me, iny grooms and out-ridoi 
should be;^l)KlVw« jttMU^ l^ye see, 
and as to my coachman, by the blessing, 
I'd gi* him jitib^t th^ qiUl conttfi^ncA, to 
keep op my name, — for the coachman's 
the great point at the last j, find ifft gentle- * 
maq's,Ql0K tb^K* Kb; •tb«q6> jWrbP|>^ of 
him. 

Pop. No hope of Kitt,' if he's not 
gented to his own man, and footman too. 

Bia. Belike — for sartin, o' coarse. — 
Npw whttt. 1 81^, is, my loid;'s.fi«e 
enoagb beitiog,' and tint q» Uie, tn«&-rr 
and for he a nobleman, to be sure^ verj^ 
proper. But then see his coachman is not 
magnified proportionahly ! — and again, 
even Mt Q<!jM)fbain|>, %^ he's joq^ 
enough of catting a dasbr-qpages nothing 
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for that— but tUeo, not the tnie ibiag ' 
neither} I /scarce knows the chink of bis ' 
gold, oar thecfainple.of (lis paper, — Tw) 
cLOee aboiitibis purse strings ! — St. Albans 
for my monfey; 

Pop. 'Tis he that's open-baiid«d> and 
plays away with the cashj — gave him 
back a. ten pcmnd note I found in his 
waistcoat pocket last night, he know'd 
nothing of, and he made me, slapiidash, 
a present of it, and we'll tip it oiir in 
champagne. 

-« Bla. Then I declare it's a shame for 
me and master, what y/e are at, but I'll 
make it up to St. Albans. I'll teach him ' 
to drive as well as any young man in all 
England, and that's what old Onslow 
would never do till doomsday, though his 
groom WM shewing o' me he has good 
boraea too. , ■ 

Pop. Ay, give the devil his due, Blag. 

■Bla. And for master St. Albans, if 

I ha' the training o' him, he shall by 

and by, give the go-by to Mr. Beau* ' 

1. 
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champ his self, on the box; and wh« 
could do as much for him as that, I want 
to know? But if my lord should not come 
up in time, and there should be a buff. 
— ^Bobs 1 here's master Beauchamp, and 
St. Albans to boot. 

Enter Beauchamp arid St. Albans. 

Seau. Come, St. Albans^ome along 
—here's the horses — here's Cacafogo. — 
{aside to Blagrave.) Blag, throw in your 
good word for Cacafogo. 

St. Jib. Now for a fine gallop in the 
park, before dinner. 

iPopk.\n presents his whip, hat,/md gloves^ 

officiously to St. Albans.) 
Bh. And I'll be bound your honor 
will like Cacafogo, better than any horse 
you ever crossed, 

St. AW. We shall have time for a good 

ride, we shall not dine till eight, shall 

we? 
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Pop. Nine, more likely, Sir,— Wait- 
ing for my lord. 

Bla. So light in band ! — no daisy cut- 
ter ! — op to the hounds ! — near thorough 
bred — sound as a roach I — Worth any 
money to a gentleman. 

{Exit St. Albans and Beanchamp,j^- 
lomed by Blagrave.) 

Fopkin, alone. 
" Wine, -wUtT, wometi, 
" Are mea'a ruin, 
" Says wise FrofeHor Vander Broia.'' 

But he said nothing of horses, nor 
coachmen, nor grooms; and there your 
Mr. Vander Bruin, wise as he was — was 
out — or I'm wrong. Never saw one now 
much more like than young Mr, St. Al- 
bans, to run, what the wise ones call, the 
road to ruin,— with my lord for his guar- 
dian, and my lady for his guide. Why, 
he's as easy led, I can turn -him with my 
finger and thumb } and Blag the same; 
' who is rather aiikward too. — ^Then Mr. 
Beauchamp, how he has him !— and for 
L2- 
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Mies Juliana I she'll not be Miss Jutiaas 
long, or mj name's not Popkin. {ExiL) 



SCENE II. 

Ladjf Courtington's Drateing'Room. 

Lad^ Courtington and Juliana. 

Lady C. So far, so ^;God.c— Indeed, my 
Juliana, I am quita of your opinion, — I 
have the utmost dependance upon the 
amiability of our young friend's disposi- 
tion, and I have no. doubt that things will 
every way turn outaswe w>i8b. 

Jtd, If papa were but come. — But 
'tis so aukward, his not being here to 
day. 

LadyC. My dear, he will certainly be 
here to day. 

Jtd. And when we have a dinner- 
party too I 

JLady C Bat, my dear, don't I tell 
you, I ratpect bim every minnts. 
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JuL Yes> thamma, I Imov -you as- 
pect him — but I knovr 'that "whi^n once 
papa gets to ■New'ffifarbet" — -don't -you 
recollect how be 'disappointed you last 
year, when the "Borrells* 'were afsksd, atid 
I'm shocftingly'afraid'— ^-^ 

LsdyC. The g*mleih«i'*6nt cbttie 
from tire House i^ill vfery lateji'heJat^th^y 
expect 'a IdDg debate. — My lirfd vfi\l 
certainly be 'bere^before dinner. ■ 

Jul. La ! we shall have to wait^'pro- 
digioos time. — If the gentlEAven don't 
come, I'm sure -I hop6^ the ladies wiilbe 
so kind to stay away too. 

Lady C. Yes, I do hope my friend 
Lady Minchin won't have the awkward- 
ness to be coming «o -earty as she did on 
Tuesday,— she should know better, surte- 

Jul. 'Twas not awkwardness, -she 
does know better. I know very well 
why she does it— the Miss Minchins Irkfe 
to come early, to liaTe a chance of seeing 
more of lomebody. But they are my 
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friends, &Dd I say nothiag— only oae 
can't help baring eyes. 

Lady C. And very fine ones, too. — 
Let me look at yoa> my dear — let me see 
how yon are dressed.— Not ill— ^pretty 
well — stay— here ! — there I — that's right, 
now it will all do j — but sitting op dancing 
K> late nnce the St. Albans's have been 
with OS, has certainly, my dear Juliana, 
lowered your natural colour shockingly, 
and I must hare you look in bloom to- 
night. — ( Unlocks a cabinet, takes out rouge, 
OTtd rouges jQliM»,sai/i7tg,)Thete~-^\iUie, 
a rery little— just to gire your natural 
colour — that is quite fair, you know.. 

JuL Oh dear, yes, — and indeed erery 
body does it now ; so it would be very 
unfair if I bad not the same adran- 
tage. 

LadyC. That is the thing, when erery 
body does it, — really one is forced, if one 
lives in the world— (and who could live 
out of it?) — to do 50 many things, and 
submit to so many things one does not 
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like or approve. But if the pi-inciplea are 
pure, that is the grand thing — and tlie 
taste unsophisticated. — My dear, I hope 
yod have practised for to night, that 
lovely tittle song — that new air of " Sim- 
** pUcity." 

Jul. Yea* dear Mamma, I have it 
quite perfect, and I have put new words 
to it of my own ; but perhaps you mean 
" Si/mpathi/," for it was that, if you recol- 
lect, St. Albans liked so particularly. 

Lady C. Was it i I forgot.— WeU let 
UB hear them both, and then I can tell 
which will do best. 

Jul. Dear Mamma, shall I begin with 
** Sympat^'* or with " Simplicity f" 

Lady C. '• Simplicity." — Begin with 
*• Simplicity" of course, and end with 
"Sympathy." — Be quick, be quick, before 
Mrs. St. Albans comes down from her 
toilette. 

Jul. [Placing her harp.) Time enough. 
Ma'am, for Mrs. St. Albans is always the 
slowest creature at her toilette, as at 
every thing else. 
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Lady C True, my dear. — Bat recol- 
lect she is the mother of St. Albans. — 
Come, pray now, let as have " Simplicity " 
before any body cotties in. [Juliana seal- 
.ing.herselfat theharp inajtne attitude.) 

Lady C. No, no, that won't do. — 
Ji^na, that looks, my love, too studied 
for sirapltcity. 

Jul. {Changing her attitude.) Well this. 
Ma'am ? 

LadyC. Nor tiiat.—TlieFe'f.too much 
■of the old St. Cecilia in -t^at-T-Ah I .now 
.if you please — that's cfau-n>ingty:nabi ml. 
— Simplicity herself! — £e^. 

Juliana sings. 

No 'tit.not Beauty's idol pow'r. 
No 'tu not Beauty's blazing hour; 
'Tis not the fascinating face, 
IT)' ideal form of floating grace. 

'I^ the wild charm of nascent youth. 
The halcyon |>ledge of lave and initb, 
Th* insidious blush, the tell-tale eyes 
Of sweet Simplicity, J prize! 

LadyC. So simple! begin with that 
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by all. means. — And now for " Sym' 
patky," before the Mincbins come. 

Jul. {Clearing her throat.) "Sympathy" 
IB very trying, it goes so high and so ]ow. 

Lady C. Trae, my dear ; bat liofhing 
is too high or too low for you. 

Juliana sings. 
Seyond the voice of high coDtroul, 
Still ebUng, flowing tide of Mul ; 
Magnetic power, ethereal dart. 
That ffounda, aiid warms, and toothi the heart. 

fixtadc.anguiihl— nyatic sway, 
Thy iQoouUght Uiai, Ihy moiuriifiit da^,' ,- 
Thy tear, thy gmile, tby touch divine. 
Oh, heav'n-borD Sympathy he mine ! , 

Lady C. A touch divine indeed,' Ju- 
liana ! — Q,uite beyond the Miss Minchius. 
— St. Albans will be enchanted. — ^Encore 
— " Oh, heaven-born Sympathy." 

Juliana sings again. 

"iliy teflr, thy smile, thy touch divine, 
Ob, heev'n-born Symfatby be tnine ! 
1.3 

I , I ,,Ci(K)^l>J 
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Enter Clarke precifnialeb/t toith a look and 
voice calculated to raise greai alarm* 

Clarke, Oh, my lady!— Oh, Miss 
Juliana! — ^here's a catastrophe.! 

Jjody C. Catastrophe ! what do yon 
meaD, Clarke? 

/u/. Catastrophe! speak, Clarke, can't 
you? 

Clarke. Oh dear me \ stars above I — 
, I'm sent to break it to my lady — but I'm 
io nervous ! — and yet I can't bear another 
should have the telling it. — Mr. St. Al- 
bans, Ma'am^ that has got such a fall 
from bis horse. 

Zdrfy C. Heavens I — and before the 
guardian is named. 

JiU. Mercy! — I told Beauohamp it 
would be so. 

Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Cacafogo, my lady, that fell 
with Mr. St. Albans on the stones. 
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Clarkf. And left him lying for sense< 
less and speechless. 

Pop. Senseless, Miss Clarke i not at 
all, nor speechless — quite the contrary — 
for 'tis his shoulder is ont, and he was left 
screeching with the pain — ^yoa might 
hear him, they say, the length of the 
street. 

Jul. I don't believe one word of it-^ 
else I should faint, certainly. 

Clarke, *Tis certain, sure as I stand 
here, my lady, that he had a qor^usion 
on his skoll. 

Jul. Contusion do say at any rate« 
Clarke, and I don't believe it-M>r it 
would kill me-. 

Xaify C. Call Quaco to me, Popkin, 
this instant. 

Pop. My lady, he's not within call. — 
He just darted in and out like an arrow, 
with a bottle of opodeldoc under his arm. 
Ma'am. — But what matter, when I saw 
Blagrave himself. 

Lady C. Call Blagrave ! yon distract 
me. — Call Kagrave, Popkin. 

I , I ,.C(K>tjl>J 



aHjS THE TWO GUARDIANS} 

Pfip. {Caiiu^ybe^ind- the scenes:) Some- 
body there! call Blagrave np to ny 
■lad/. 

Lady C. Clarke, xun and <tap Mrs. 
St. AlbaDs from fionrisg doWD,.aafl( deb*t 
' iet her Jiear any thing. 

Clarke. La, my iady, she hag beard 
■mil — every sentence — from her own mil' 
leUo woman, wlio run up like crazed, 
before I could lay down my cup of tea 
out of my hand. 

Ladx/ C. Heavens ! \ most go to Mrq. 
St. Albans— no, I must stay — I mutt 
hear-^ 

Jtd. Blagrave's coming l—r^Now we 
shall have it all, and I dare say U is all 
lies. 

EtUer Blagrare. 

Clarke. Very .well. Miss Juliana,- 
you'll find his shoulder is out.— Blagrave, 
didn't Quaco tell ine Mr. St. Albans's 
shoulder's out? 

Bla. No. — He tdd you, be didn't 
know but the shoulder was o«t. 



Pop. There.; Miss ClaAe. 

Lady C. Bllenoe !— speak, Blegrare. — 
How was it?— Where is St. Albans? — 
vttd where is my -son ? 

Bla. Mr. Beauchamp 's below, my 
lady, with my lord— who's just returned 
from Newmarket. 

Lady C. My lord arrived I that's 
fortfloate ! — P6pkiD, go and tell my tord 
I beg to see him immediately. 

JBla. My lady, my lord's dressing— i- 
I seed his own man. 

Pop. But I say, Blagrave, did not 
Mr. St. Albans get a faH that left him 
senseless on the stones, from Cacafogo. 

Bla. Why, my lady, [fuming from 
Clarke lo Lady Courtington) it was not 
the horse's fau't. It wirs Master St. 
Albans that threw Cacafogo down. He 
oould not pull him in coming thttmgh 
tt^e park-gate, so when the horse come 
on the stones he tripped, and threwed 
the young gem'man— and this here, my 
lady, is the real state o* the case.— As for 
Caoafogo — — 



(.y^\i: 



330 THE TVrO GUARDIANSj 

Lady C. {InterrupHt^.) Cacalbgo !— 
let me hear do more about Cacafogo ! — 
Where is Mr. St. Albaos hort ? 

Bla. As to that. Ma'am, I cao't say 
—he was carried into a house, and they 
sent off for a sni^eoo. — So I do suppose 
he was hurted somewhere, my lady. — Bat 
it wa'n't Cacafogo's fau't, that's atl I 
sartify. (Exit Btagrave.) 

Clarke. Here's Quaco back again, I 
declare! —Now we shall hear who is 
' right and who is wroog. 

fTn/cr Quaco. 

Qtiaco, {Presents a note.) My lady — 
note from Mrs. St. Albans. 

Lady C. A note from Mrs.— ^ Why ! 
Is not Mrs. St. Albans above stairs? 

Quaco. "My lady, no — she wid massa. 

Lady C. How's this, Clarke ? — Pojj- 
kin ! why was not I told ? — How's this ? 
[Lady Courtington tears open her note, 
and reads.) 

(Juliana retires, and rubs the rouge fr^ 
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her /acff— Quaco observes ber, but 
seems to take no notice.) 
Pop, It must have been while we was 
all standing here, that Mrs. St. Albans 
set off with, herself. 

Clarke. True, for I seed her with my 
own eyes, when the miUetto woman opened 
her door. Well, I own I couldn't hare 
believed Mrs. St. Albans could have been 
so quick in her motions. 

Pop. The last person in Christendom, 
next to a snail, I'd ha' suspected of steal- 
ing a march on one. 

Jul. {Advancingt and sighing.) Clarke, 
I was so terrified !— didn't I grow strik- 
ingly pale ? 

Clarke. Pale as a sheet. Ma'am, on a 
sudden ! 

■Lady C. No place — no date to this 
note ! 

{Lady Courtington puts Mrs. St. AI- 
bans'f note in/oJuliana'5'Aane'— Juli- 
ana reads it, while Lady Courtington 
goes on speaking to Q.uaco— Fopkin 
meampliile, tries to peep at the note 
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■ 'ever ' JdltanaV shhuldir — Clarke ea- 
ger^ listens to QuacoV Answers'.) 

Lady C. In her hurry, dear soul ! 
Mrs. St. AFbaiis has forgot to say where 
she is. — Pray, Quaco> where is your 
poor master ? 

' Suaco. My ]ady, he lye on one sofa 
in one hoase — Park-lane. 

iMdy C. Who took bhn there ? 

Suaco. Me — ^uaco, my lady, and de 
'groom of Mr. Onslow. 
■ Latbf C. How came Mr. Onsloxi^'s 
groom to have any thing to do with the 
business? 

Quaco. Me no know, my 'lady — he 
riding — leading master's horse iustreet — 
me'no see — me no know. 

Jid. He knows nothing ever ! 

Lady C. But you were there -yoarself? 

Quaco. My lady, yes. — Me was went 
wid message for Mr. Popkey. — Me going 
tHro' Park-lane — -just me den see massa 
gallop^massa fall — me ron up — me help 
lift — me help carry massa into house — 
one house of very good lady. 
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Latfy C. Order the. carriage to the 
-.door, Popkin. 

Pop. ( Calling. ) Somebody there ! — 
order the carriage to the door for my lady. 

Ladtf C. Yon need not wait here, 
Popkin. 

Pop. {Jside.) Need not J? 

[Exit Popkin, after toaking apirouetie.) 

Jul. Nor you need not wait, Clarke. 

'Clarke. Come away, Quaco. — ^I -was 
riglit, 'tis clear, aboat the shoulder — but 
nobody never even<mqait<ed. (Exit Miss 
Clarke, mihu'pss—^QMUCofijllowing,) 

Lady C. Stay, Qoaco.— About the 
shoulder i — your master's shoulder,*^! 
was afraid to inquire. 

Jul. And I was so afraid, io h^ir the 
answer.— Iknew I conid not stand it— 
but 1 hope— I hope, Quaoo? 

2uaco. {Aside,) Me see you no hope 
— ^you no fear-^you no care — me tell you 
noting. 

JuL {Jside to her mother.) Make him 
speak, Mamma, for he is as stupid as a 
post. 
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Lady C. My good little fellow, don't 
you comprehend thequestion we ask yoa ? 
: Quaco. Quaco no tell, my lady. 

Lady C. We ask whether your master's 
, shoulder was put out by the fall ? — Surdy 
you can tell that, 

Quaco. Quaco no tdl. 

Lady C. Then I conclude there is no- 
thing in it. 

Jul. So I said from the first.— Did 
they really send for a surgeon^ pray ? 

Quaco. Quaco no tell. 

Jul. {To Lady CoBFtingten> aside.) Did 
you ever hear any thing like him. Mam- 
ma? He prorokes me more than I cui 
express. {Aloud.} That's all. — ^'You need 
not wait> Quaco. 

Quaco. Tank ye. Miss. {Aside.) Glad! 
get back to massa quick. {Exit Qnaco.) 

Jul. Stupid black 1 — They may say 
what they will, but I am clear. Mamma, 
tbose negroes are all naturally inferior. 

Lady C. Very true. — But my comfort 
is, my lord's arrived.— ^I wish they'd 
make haste with the carriage. — But I 
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don't understaod about that groom.-- 
Was it old Qnslow'Sf or young Oo^w's 
grooin and horses ? 

JtiL I'm sure I can't guess.— >But of 
course the father and son have but o'oe 
groom, as my brother says> they have but 
one horse between them. 

Lady C. May bfr— probably. — All I 
know is, that this old Onslow is always 
crossing me every where like my evil 
genius. 

Jul. And that Arthur Onslow sticks 
to St. Albans ' on every occasion like a 
bur, there's no shaking him off. 

IJxdy C. Ring again for the carriage. 
— 'Tis the most nervous thing waiting. — 
Blagrave's the slowest creature ! 

Jul, Such a coxcomb too ! {RingiTtg.) 
Yet one likes to have a coachman a bit 
of a coxcomb, and all one's people indeed. 

Enier Popkin. 

Pop. Carriage at the door, my lady. 

Lady C Juliana, throw a veil over 
your head, and send Clarke with a shawl 
for me to my lord's room. [Going.) 
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JuL Yes, MaDHna.— But, Mamma, 
you forget we've company to dimier. 

LadyC. I'llsettleatltbtttwithmylord. 

/at Then I'll get ray veil— -my-Mecb- 
Kn veil. [Zxit Jaliana.) 

Xot^ C. And, Poptcin, orderQaaco 
. to go with the carriage. '' 

(Jxnfy Gonrtmgton ^on^, turm^tKk 
when Popkin speaks.) 

Pap. Quaco, my . lady I-^he was dff 
again th'e minute ever he was let out o' 
your flight, my lady. — Since his master 
give him his hberty, there'is no holding 
that hiack boy — I do verily b'lieve he's 
new made o' quicksilver. ' 

iao^C Very likely. — Then tell James 
to go with us — and you'll be in attend- 
ance here. [Exit Zaify Courtington.) 

P(7p. Attendance ! now that's what I 
hate — 'specially, when I'm so cur'ous to 
see the windings-up and end of all thin^. 
Be in attendance ! — ^Tbafs cool !; — Con- 
found attendance, say I. iExU Popkin, ) 
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SCENE III. 

Lady Courtington*s Hall. . 

Enter lS\&gn.vt:jhUowed by Popkin. 

Bid. A word with yon. Pop, afore my 
lady cqmes down— I've left Jamtts on the 
box. .I'l' »e)l:ye a piece of my.jiiBnd,— : 
harlcee ! ' Haog itJ I'moff, ahautthi^hspff 
horse— this Cacafogo.: - 

Pop. ,Aye, aye, you gpl a tumble 
there. Blag. 

Sla. That's not it,. I knew how that 
would be, man alive ! — but after all I did 
and said, and swore for him, here's mas- 
ter Beauchamp wants> to jockey me oat 
of the five guineas he promised. 1 won't 
stay wi' he — I won't — I gi' bim warning, I 
di^ !~-AU too clo«e fisted^ one.and all, for 
me. — I don't like a bone in any of their . 
bodies, I don't. - r 

JPop. Like ! — who does ? But what o' 
that. Not foY love,, hut for money's our 
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mafsim, en't it. Blag ? And it *s not what 
they gwtt but what we get, I reckon on. 
Bla. Why, Pop, I'm not clear we 
ben't in the wrong box there again, ac- 
cording to Onslow's groom. 

Pop. Hey, how's that? — What of 
Onslow's groom f 

Bla. I been having a word o' talk wi* 
he, and what do you think, bnt them 
Onslows has the finest place and house 
he tells, in all Buckinghamshire, and the 
most looked up to in the country. 

Pop. Tale of a cock and a bull, and a 
roasted soldier ! what's that to you and T, 
Blag^ 

Bla. Why this, — their sarvants has 
the finest time on't by all accounts' — fine 
wages; punctual paid, good living, good 
usage, the best of masters and mistresses! 
Pop. The best "of flummery !— fudge 
^-country fudge. — I'm sopprlsed, Blag, 

a man like you, that knows the town 

Bla. Knows the town, — so I does, — 
but, harkee now. Pop.— What d'ye think 
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of their fobtm^n that ris to be butler, aDd 
come'd last year» to get from the master 
a &rm of his own ; and what's more, in 
tittf opioion, the old coachman, in th* 
face o' the couolry, settled up in a neat 
boxof his own, withagreen'gate. Think 
o' that I— -Curse me if I didn't begin to 
set you and I down for a couple of fools; 
in ca-parison. 

Pop. Fahaw ! There's picking every 
where for them tliat knows how, — ^bnt 
town's the go for men of fire feet ten. 

Bla. Confound me ^ tbo*, if I shouldn't 
like a house with a green gate> when I 
come'd to be foundered. 

Pop. Foundered ! Long till then, with 
me at least, — good legs these to stand 
upon, yet, I trus t—" 

£la. Yon knows best. — I've taken my- 
self off in time. 

Pop. I'll not make my bow. Blag, till 
I see how the guardianship goes. 

JBla. Why, then, I can tell you about 
that. 
Pop. What! Hey!— How! tell? 
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Bia. AH I sw^ i8,-*JQ)DihMip'& groom 
chawed' the yoDDg gentleman;. % Albaoff, 
the Tfaite'babH:(Mi:CBC«fogo*3knee$j and 
I teke:it titea^s' » break-t^ 'The Qa- 
s]ews.faasfaim>^iiiaHE^yvB. " t 

Pep.. Ha! — That's aQe«her base.— 
Thairk ye, BIag> for tlw. hint^-^— n«w I 
kndir who's id and wha's out, I'll raB'ui 
time Here's my lady, 

ma. Danffit! ri»or. 

(J?nVBIagra¥e.) 

Knle^' Lady Courtington. 

Lad^r.C. Come, come, Joliwa, ay 
lord kept me uDconscioDaJ»]y.-r-W here's 
my shawl? 

JuL Here, mamma. 

Pop. [Stepping forward ready to-bffa>*\ . 
My lady, if you please, I'da w«<Ed oCcqq- 
sequeuce to say — [Exit Lq^ Courting- 
ton, xoitiumt /i>£fn»^.),Miss Cout'tinj^n, 
you please to tell my Lady-r-(£4f(r Miss 
Courtington, without listening.) 
Popkin, aione. 

Co&found.my tadyatvt her shawl, and 



Mw mAhef v^'--w ftilt of kkenuelvee. I 
could not make neither my speech nor 
my how. Coofbiud it ! Mppoee IvJohn 
Fiqikiiit wM to «b4 hy \mng «as of tkt 

(£c»f Popki«, takiMtiipinmette.) 
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^ Poor Lodgitig, 

oW Sqfa. 

St. Mt. Yes, I was stooned by t^e 

fill) at firBt,'~bat I assure you, my dbar 

mother, I am pwfectiy w<^ again now> 

and you must not keep me here on a sofa. 

Mn. St. Mh. Bat your shoulder, 
Quaco toM me, is terribly hurt. 

St, Mb. N^er mind what Qoaco 
told you, — he was 30 frightened, poor fel- 
low, be did not know what hesaw ot said. 
'Tis only a out, and a braise. 
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Mrs. St. Jib. The surgeon said yos 
should be kept quiet. 

St. Jib. Surgeons always say so.— 
Bnt, dear mother, what signiBes the pain 
of body compared with the pain of mind 
I have felt, and must 'feel,— Beauchamp* 
whom I thought my friend ! 

Mrs. St. Jib. To hazard my son's life 
for the sake of a few guineas ! 

Sti Jib. Then he would laugh it off, 
and tell me, that gentlemen in England 
call this only jockeying. — I can't, I won^-t 
believe it. 

Mrs. St. Jib. Believe it, no !— "Who 
could believe that any gentleman in Eng* 
land would conspire, with his coacbmaa 
or his groom, to cheat his friend ? 

St. JW. Blagrave's a rogue ; but there 
is a footman too, at Lady Courtiugton's, 
who has done infinite mischief.— Did Mr, 
Onslow tell you about Popkin, and the 
tickets ? 

Mrs. St. Jib. Yes, all that he heard 
this morning in the bookseller's shop, from 
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poor professor Lichenschwart2( about Ju- 
liaua. — She has paid dearly for her ac- 
complisfatnents. — Accomplishments !— 
"What are they, if truth, if principle have 
been sacrificed } 

St. Alb. But her mother is more to 
blame than Juliana. 

Enter Mr. Beauchamp Cotirtiogton, on 

the opposite side. 
. , Seau. Soi St. Albans ! glad to see yon 
alive, and a foot ag^n — ugly tumble. — 
But don't take it to heart, man — come, 
shake hands, and be friends. 

St. Alb. 'Excuse me, Mr. Courtington : 
ODce I thought you my friend, but that 
time is past — for ever past ! 

Beau. {With a forced laugh.) Why, 
man, this is only what we call jockeying 
in England — fair between friends as well 
as foes, — follow my advice — take your 
revenge. — Jockey the first fresh fellow 
you meet, — me, if you are up to it ; — Till 
then, fare you well. 

(£xiVBeauchamp Courtington,} 
M 2 
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St, Alb. " TiU then^/areuKU." Artbar 
Onslow, you were righ^-^ never waa^ 
never coold be mj fiieiid.— Bat h» sitter 
--^loh, JuUaDB I still I cftDDOt but tbi&lE 
sbe has a disposition as amiable as ber 
oounteMnoe is beuitifiiK 

Mrs. St. Aid. She is beantiftil, I gmnt. 



St. Alb. She has been much to blame* 
bat still ber heart, I b<^ e ■' ■■ 

Mtt, St. Alb. Her heart* 70a bopet a 
yonn. 

St. Aib. Ha I here iMiiaes Qiiaco with 
an answer to your note. 

Enter Qaaco. 

SiiuKo. Massa, my lady and MiM 
CMBC soon, and see bow you do do ; — 
(euidc) bat dey no care for you, Massa. 

St. Alb. Juliana herself ccMning ! — 
There, mother ! there 1 is not this a proof? 
-F-Quaco, was sbe very much alarmed 
when- she beard of my fall ? — Did she 
grow pale ? 

Sttaoo. Massa, yes, — Miss grow pale 
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"^-wry white. — (St. Albaiu turns to Ms 
mother with a look of trHtmph. — QaMO 
contimi^s.) Very vrtiite 1 — caste Miss 
take rnb de red off her two cheek"^ 
dis waj^^when she tinfc Claacd no see. 
^(Mrs. St. Albans iaagks.-^t. Alba&a 
tttnts his back tm Qnaco, and walks 
aoa^ from Arm.) ManBi tm yon be a^ 
gry wid yoar own Qnaico.— Oh, Maasa, 
she want BometiDg here t — -{strikhg his 
ireaat,) 

St. Alb. Here comes Mr. Onriow at 
hut. 

EtUer Mr. Onslow. 

Mr. Orn. My dear St. Albaiu> I'm 
r^iced to tee you safew.1 fint beard 
your tieok was broke. Thenyoarneckwas 
not broke, but your skull vras fractured— 
then your Bknil was not fi^ctured, but 
your arm and your leg Were broke, — and 
till I came to this house, I could get no 
account of your accident that could in 
the least be depended upon. I know at 
present that you have CKaped with very 
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little damage^ from the daoger of a fouo- 
dered horse and a false friend. 

St. Alb. A false friend ! — Aye, there's 
the worst of it. 

Mr. 0ns. My groom saw this femous 
.Cacafogo after the fall: his knees were 
.cut, where they had been injured before, 
and where the white hairs had been stained 
over,' as a noble piece of jockey-ship, by 
Mr. Beaachamp Courtiogtoo. 

St. Alb. Oh, Sir, as to Beauchamp, 
I have done with him for erer. 

Mr. 0ns. And Juliana f — " your heart 
still hovering round about her ?" 

St. Alb. Heavens ! She 's come — I'll 
meet her. {Exit hastily.) 

2uaco. {Aside.) Oh, Massa ! Massa! 

take you care I take yon care ! — she no 

love, she never, no never, love like Massa ! 

{Lady Courtington's voice heard behind 

the scenes.) 

Welt I'm so relieved ! — I'm so rejoiced ! 

Enter Lady Courtington, speaking. 
\\ Lad^ C. X was so frightened, Mrs. St. 
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AlbansI— soshocked, my dear creature. — 

, {Puts one hand upon her heart, leans the 

other on Mrs. St. Albans's arm.) 

Enter Juliana and St. Albans. — St. Al- 
bans supports Juliana^ who seems to be 
in great agitation. 

Jul. I know it is so- foolish to be so 

nervous but I cannot help it sonw- 

times. So you really are safe, St. Albans ? 
{Juliana and Mr. St. Albans retire a lit- 
tle, and talk apart.) 

Lady C. And was not it a most pro- 
.videntiE^ thing, now, since he was to 
meet with such a horrid accident, that it 
was so within reach of immediate assist- 
ance? 

Mrs, St. Mb. 1 am sure we are ex- 
ceedingly obliged to the good people of 
this bouse. 

Mr. 0ns. Bat where is the kind, 
hearted lady of it, who has taken yo* 
into her lodgings ? — The people of the 
house just told me that she is ill, and in 
distress. 
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Mrs, A. A&. Perhaps ihe might b« 
^e to see ns, and I shoald so like to 
thank her. 

Mr, Ons. I will go 8nd ask irfaetb^ 
die can be seen. {Exit Mr. Onslow.) 

Lady C. 1 am sure we should all be de- 
lighted to see her !— one to whom we are 
M nmob obliged— «1iould not we, Juliana? 
— Uie kind-hearted lady, as Mr. Onslow 
Bays, 1^0 rec^red our St. Albans at hit 
Atoostneed? 

Jul. (Adoaxtevigt and tiasping her 
kmds.) Ob, how mwtt obliged W-He^r I 
ahall lore her ! 

Enter Mr. Onslow with Mrs. Beanchamp. 

Mjidy Cottftington mid JuliaBa start, ettd 
exclaim, 

——Mrs. Beauchamp ! 
' Skoco. (7o St. Albans.) Massa !--de 
peior lady,— 4ee now hear de truth, — ^now 
hear I 

St.ASi. Hush !— ftaftco. 

Jvl. (flwrarang up affectionately to Mrs. 



Seanollaa^>.) My clear Mrt.£eauchamp, 
is it really you ? 

ladjf C. Now this is really iquHe ro- 
mantic. 

Jtd. '\rhea I «ai4^ ffow I skaU hoe 
itr^ I litUe tlioaght it was oar own vAi. 
friend;, Mrs. BenMchamp. — OUr own re- 
lation. 

Lads/ ^- ^y ^^''^ god-daugfaier — iH 
ne present yon to Mrs. St. Albans. 

Mrs. St, Alb. Madam, we return ye« 
«Hr utost isincere t^ianks for yo*r kindnera 
tony son. 

Mrs. BemM; Ob, madash those who 
biffe sufiered eril tbemsBlves are periiaps 
the most ready to rdieve it in others; — but 
there is soltttleiamy power, — I hope the 
youB^ gentleman is te>t mluch hurt. 

St. Alb. Nerer was better in my life- 
accept my grateful thanks, — (In a low 
voice.) Can I speak one word i — ^I know 
I am — I must be, abrupt. 

(■St. Albans takes her aside, tchile Lady 
Courtington ojtd Jnliana, m anxietiff 
t^ear to speak to Mrs.. St, Albans, 

M « 
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but tealch from time to time, St. Al- 
bans and Mrs. Beaacbamp. — Quaeo 
stiads stiU — his eyes nwvijig guidcfy, 
and watching all that passes.) 
■ Sluaco. Ndw» how dey look, how dey 
fear! — ^Now^Massa, you hear de truth-— 
poor lady ! hope td( ovt all 1 all ! 

Mrs. Beau. {Going ujo to Juliaaa.) I 
must now. Miss ConrtiDgtOQ, return ym 
my acknowledgements. When your foot- 
nan, this morning, brought me down a 
one pound note, I little knew that in my 
basket yon had deposited — by what meaoi 
I know not — a sum iar beyond the 6eibt 
you owed me,— a present beyond my vAf 
most hopes i — ^kind and generonsl eren at 
the time I unjustly reproached you. 
Jul. Me l^aside.) What can she mean? 

(Quaco neither moves nor speaks.) 

Mrs. Beau. {After •isi^rtg tears from 
her eyesy iorUinues.) Not till after I rec 
turned home, did I discover— not till 
within tbe^ few minotes did I find the 
treasure you have given tome, to my chil- 
dren^— the treasure that is in this purse. 
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ltd. Treasure! — ob, don't menUoD 
fmch a trifle— say no more>— another 
time . 

Ladjf C. Yes, yes, another time, Mrs. 
fieauchamp, pray ! — a trifle not worth 
inentioning 1 

Mrs, Beau. Yon cannot call thi« a 
trifle ! — {Producing the purse which Cluaco 
had put into her ifasket, and holding it i^ to 
view.) 

Suaco. {Aside.) Qutico Qo speek. 

JuL Oh dear ! don't mejttion ity I in* 
sist. 

iMdy C. {Aside.) What can it aH 
mean — St. Albans looks between life and 
death, 

(St. Albans advancing eagerfy to look at 
the purse.) 

Jut. [Costing it with her hands.) Ob, 
don't I don't shew ! — of alt things, I so 
hate ostentation. 

St. Alb. Mrs. Beaochamp I— I must 
beg — allow Hie for one moment to look 
at that purse. [Mrs, Beauchamp ptits it 
igto his hands.y 
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St.Ja>. ZtisI^^i«OTeul JtcertaSnly 
if Qnace I This it the pens J gave itm 
this morDing. 

Mrs. Beau, Quaoo ! 

Suaco. MsMii,— ^iKK« ccMrid ttM lirip 
give — Massa no ask Quaco more. 

Mrs. Beau, Escdletit crMMre, a&d I 
vw* tfcis to yoo t 

St.J^. AndnottoJotiana! 

(St. Albans puis his hands before lub 
facet af"l 'a»u m Mr. Onrtftv's 
aktmUUr.) 

Mr. 0ns. {jlside.) Poor fellow \—4aaA 
there she standb in contnut with xMi Mgro 
bey I 

Mrs. St. Jib. {Aside.) Ob, Bhamb I— I 
4u« not nuK my eyes. 

Jul. {Aside.) So t make a prettj fi- 
gare. {Ahtid,) Mamma! I don't feel 
Tery weft— I think you bad betur take 
me into the air. — {Mrs. Beaucfatmp gees 
to support Jaliana.) 

Lady C. Sknce yon are so kind, Mrs. 
Beauchamp — if yoa will take bar ibto the 
Mr^— Juliana is subject to A«e tfoingB. 
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Mrt. Sean. {Leetdmg JnliUta 0^4 ^ 

MM tinoettly sorry for it. (£i«un/.) 

^ iUbans ti^Aj cbiep^.-^7%€3f atf stand 

silaUfor ii flu»n«n/k) 

jtfir. 0*t. {Aside.) Hour cdhsdreoce- 
fltradc Lady OonrtttigtDfi KtaiKlft.^^*Atl her 
fafc hipft iMc flnenqy fgcoe. 

Mtrs. St. Aib. \Asidc.) Twould be but 
ciMurity M ^peak,>^but y^Mi to sayl-* 
Who wia ^^eak n^xt ? 

■ZUidy C \Asid&.) The game's up, I 
fear, bat 1'H not thft>w down my mrd^ — 
(J.lM<L) In the taidsl of aH thu,— to dm, 
iDcomprfehensible, aiid» at all evoat^ kio 
bODsequential dcTiuli, or miModerstabd- 
ing abont I don't know what« we faav* 
feUrtaelly fdifiottoB, my dear Mrs. St. Al- 
bwi9<— wHl5t.^Ajtlbms my dear — aod Mn 
Onslow, to tell ycm tbM my lord is w- 
rived, and «o impatient, my belbved St. 

Albanfl 

St. Alb, Beloded i—S^pam me. Lady 
C^rtingtMk-^Decided -as I am, I will 
not keep you, Mftdam, one moment in 
suspense. -* 
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{ffe walks with a\firm step across fiom 

Ijady Courtington to Mr. Ooslow.-^-. 

As he goes, Ladif Coartiogtoa rx^ 

ctaims.) 

- hady C. The most ungrateful man 

on earth I — man! no! a mere boy! [tuntr 

■ ir^ to Mrs. St. Albuis.) And you [—Oh, 

how I have been mistaken !■ — what I 

have wasted on you ! {Aside.) "&/7npai^" 

and " <5im/)/iczfy," both wasted ! 

{Exit Lady Courtington. ) 
St. Alb. {To Mr. Onslow.) You see, 
my ddar Sir, how much I want a guide, a 
friend.— Will yoi) accept the charge, or 
will you, to punish my indecision and 
follies, reject me ? 

■ Mr. 0ns. {Embracing him.) Reject I 
next to my own son, there is not a be^ 
ing I lovie so well, — I may say it uqw. 

■ St. Alb. My friend! — my guide!^- 
my guardian ! — 

{Mrs. St. Albans looks up than^uib/ to 
heaven-^Qnaco clasps his hands.-— 
The curtain fads.) 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Sir Wiluax Hahdbii 
Cbb»tt Gallashek . 
Me. Amdbsw Hon 

OWBN IiAEKBN . . . 
GlUSIIT . . . i . 



t An elderly EngliA Gm- 
\ tleman. 

itoHdltn^ if m Iruh 
\ vitUtgeiim. 
C jt Drum-major M , a 
\ Scotch regmatt, 
CTTte Son qf the Widot» 
J harken — he u a Bof 
(_ qf about ^fUen. 
\Ar Ewlith Savtau qf 
\ Sir William Hamdm. 



•r 



young Heiresi— Niece 
qf Str WilHam Ham' 



Tbb Widow Laekbn . 



Mabel Larken . 
Bti»DT Doyle 



5 Mother qf Owen and qf 
■ I Mabel. 
i Daughter qf the Widmo 

Maid of the Inn. 



Band qf a Regiment. 
SCENE.— 7^ Viliage qfBannow, in Ireland. 
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ACT I. 



A Dressing-Soom in Bannow- Castle, 
in Ireland, 

Enter Sir William Hamden, in his Morn- 
ing Gown. 

. Sir W, Every thing precisely ia or- 
der, even in Ireland ! — laid, I do-be!iete, 
At the very same angle at which they 
used to be placed on my own dressiog- 
table» at Hamden-place, in Kent. iEx- 
act Gilbert ! most punctual of valet de 
cfaambrea ! — and a young fellow as he is 
too I It is admirable ! — Aye, though he 
looks as if he was made of wood, and 



S60 THE ROSE, &C. 

mores like an aatotbaton, he has a warm 
heart, and a tme English spirit — true 
born Englft^ eveiy inch of him. Never 
was man more prepossessedt pethxps pre' 
judicedf in favor of his own country, and 
his own county. I remember him, when 
first I saw him . ten yelws ago at his fo- 
ther's, farmer Ashfidd's, at the harvest- 
home } there wasOtlbert in all his gloryt 
seated on the top of a hay-rick, singing, 

" Then nng in praitt of men of Keo^ 

" So lojal, brare, and free ; 
•< Of Bfitain's race, if one mrpui, 

" A man of Kent ii he !^' 

-How he bropj^ hirasetf to quit the men 
of Kent to come to Irdand with me, is 
wonderful, flowever, now he is here, I 
hope he is tolerably happy: Itnastaskthe 
qnestiini ilidirectterms,for Gilbert Would 
never speak till spoken to, let him feel 
vbiirt he might. 

Sir W. {Calls.) Gilbert !— Gilbert ! 

Enter Gilbert. 
GUb. Here, Sir. . 
Sir W. Gilbert, now you have bee 
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ID Ireland some weeks, I hope you. are. 
not aobappy. ' 

Gilb. No, Sir, thank you. Sir. 
Sir W. Bat afe yoq happy> m«i ?' 
GUb. Yes, Sir, thank yon, Si^ 
(Gilbert TctircT, and seems buj^ arrtt^g' 
ing his master's clotJuSf—^r WiUiaatt 
amtinttes dressing.) 
^r IF. (Aside.) Tesi Sir, thant jfou, 
^r.—T As dry as a cbip-»4p«ring <d his 
wprds, as if tbey v^ere his last. S(hM 
masters complain that their servants will 
talk too much, bqt Gilbert's only &h1(' is, 
his taciturnity. And the fellow can talk 
if he wonld-^as humour too, if one 
could get it out j and eloquencex coujd I . 
bat touch the right string, the heart- 
string,-^'ll try again. {AUnii.) Gilbwt! 
GUb. Yes, Sir. {comes forward respect* 

/^■) 

Sir W, Pray what regiment was it 
that was passing yesterday, through the 
village of Bannow p 

Gilb. I do not know, indeed, Sir. 

Sir W. That is to say, you saw they 
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were Highlanders, and that was enough 
for yoQ — ^You are not fond of the Scotch, 
Gilbert t 

G^. No, Sir, I can't say as I be. 

Sir W, Bpt, Gilbert, for my sake you 
must conqner this prqndice^ I have 
many Scotch friends whom I shall go to 
visit one of these days,—- excellent friends 
tfcey are ! 

GiU}. Are they. Sir. — If so be you 
fonnd theiB so, I will do my best, I'm 
sQpe. 

Sir W. Then pray go down to the inn 
here, and inquire if any of the Scotch 
officers are there? 

Glib, I will. Sir. I heard say the 
.officers went off this morning. 

Sir W. Then you need not go to in- 
quire for them. 

Glib. No, Sir. Only as I hear say, 
the drum-major and band is to stay a few 
days in Bannow, on account of their 
wanting to enlist a new bugle-boy. I was 
a thinking, if so be. Sir, you thought well 
of it, on account you like these Scotch, 
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I^'better to step down and seeliow the 
men be as to being comfortt^le. 

Sir W. That's right, do. Pray have 
they tolerable accommodatims at the Sxat 
ta this village ? 

GWi. [Smilit^.) I can't my much for 
that. Sir. 

Sir W. {Aside.) Now I shall set him 
going. {Abudi) What! the inn here is 
not like one of onr English inns on the 
Bath road. 

Gilb. {Suppressing a laugh.) Bath 
road i— bless you. Sir, it's no more like 
an "inn en the Bath road, ner on any 
road, cross or bye-road wfaatsonidever, as 
ever I seed in England.-^No more like 
— no morelike-than nothing at all, Sii^! 
SirW. Whatsort of aplaceisitthen^? 
Gilb. Why, Sir, I'd be ashamed almost 
to t^il you. — Why, Sir, I neverjeed such 
a place to call an inn, in all my bora 
days afore. — First and foremost. Sir, 
there's the pig is in and OHt t>f the 
kitchen all day long, and neiEt the calf 
has what they call the run of the kitchen; 
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•o wM* wiMi thiiv bculc biiwtib wd the 
poultrjtluktba».oo«9c^t and ia.qlwa^. 
updff «B0*s fwt, or ovsr one's boedr^ 
th9 ItolMih is BD place for a cluietiHi. 
even to eat his bread and cheeae in. 

<Sif W. WeU. ao mucbfor the kitchen. 
— Bnt the parlor— they have a p^or» X 
si^ipow? 

Gtffr. Yet^. Sir, they haw a pwior, 
as they my call it» if tjh^ tiiink iHoper, 
Sir.— But th«i agun, an honest Ena^bh 
ianner woiUd he4(fe9rdtmMik life to stej 
in it, on aeoonst of the ceiling jnst a 
ceming down a' top of his bead.-T-Ai>d if 
he should go up stain. Sir, why tbat% 
aa bad' again. Mid wone.— Fm the half 
of tiieni tfaoefttairs is rotten, and ever so 
ttany pnlled down and hnmt. 

Sir W, Bnrnt !— the stairs ? 

G&i. Burnt, Sir, at sure as I'm 
standing here 1 — bonit. Sir, fer fiid one 
scarce year, as they says, Sin-r-Moreoter, 
iriien a bhui does get up the stairs. Sir, 
why he is as bad off again, and worse ; 
£br the floor ttS the place, they calls die 
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' bedchamber* shakes at every step, as if it 
was'a coining dowD with oDe; and the 
walls has all cracks, from top to toe — and 
there's rat-holes, or holes o' some sort ox 
t'other^ all in the floor; so that if a maa 
don't pick his steps curiously, his leg 

, must go down through the ceiling below. 
—And moreover, there's holes over head 
through the roof. Sir, so that if it rains, 
it can't but pour on the bed.^ — They tell 
me, tbeyusedforto shift the bed from one 
place to another, to find, as they, say, the 
dry comer} but now the floor is grown so 
crazy, they dare not stir the bed for their 

• lives. 

Sir W, Worse and worse. 
. GiUt. And moreover, they have it now 
in the worst place in the whole room. 
Sir.— ^Close at the head of the bed where 
there is a wit^dow, with every pane broke* 
and some out entirely, and the women's 
petticoats and the men's hats just stuqk 
in to stop all for the night, as they say. 
Sir. {Gilbert tries to sli^ his i^ighter.) 
Sir W. Laugh out, honest Gilbert.:— 
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In spite of your grarity and yonr civHity, 
laogh.'^There is no harm, bat sometimes 
a greftt deal of good done by langhing, 
especially in Ireland .-^Langhiog has 
mended, or caused to be mended^ many 
things that nerer would have been 
mended otherwise. 

• '&iUf. {Reamermg his gravity.) That^i 
trtte, r ddre to say, Sir. 

Sir.W, Now, Gilbert, if you were to 
keep dn inn, it would be a Very di^rent 
MH of inn from «^hat yon have been de- 
ACrlbingf-i^would taot it ? 

Gilb. I hope so. Sir: 

Sir W. I remember when we were 
talking of efitabliihing yon in England, 
that your father told me you would Ifte 
to set up an inn. 

Gilb. {His face brigkteniitg.) For »ar- 
taun, ^ir, 'tis the thing in the Whole 
world I should like the best, and be the 
proudest'on, if so be it was in my power, 
ahd if so be. Sir, yon could spare me. 
[HoldiTig his master's coat for him to pat 
en.) 
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Sir W. Could spare you, Gilbert !— 
I will spare yon, whether I can cod- 
veDieDtly or not. If I had an oppor- 
tnnity of establishing advantageoudy m 
man who has served me foithfully for ten 
yean, do yoa think I would not put 
myself to a little inconvenience to do it? 
— Gilbert, yon do not know Sir Witliam 
Hamden. 

Gilb. Thanic you. Sir, but I do— «ad 
I should be main lorry to leave you, 
that's sartain, if it was even to be land- 
lord of the best inn in all England;-^-! 
know I should. 

Sir W, I believe it.~But, stoy— let 
us .understand one another-— I am not 
talking of England, and perhaps yon 
are not thinking of Ireland. 

Gilb, Yes, Sir.but I am. 

Sir W. You are ! I am heartily glad 
to hear it, for then I can serve you di- 
rectly. This yovug heiress, my niecoi 
to whom this town belongs, has a new 
inu ready built, 

N2 
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Giib. I know. Sir. 

Sir W. Tbeo. Gilbert, write a pro- 
posal for tbis inn, if yon wish for it. and 
I will speak to my niece. 

GiU>. {Bowing.) I thank yon* Sir — 
only Ihope I shall not stand in any honest 
ibKn's light. As to a dishonest man. I 
can't say I value standing in. his light, 
being that he has no right to have any. as 
I can see. 

Sir W.. So. Gilbert, yon will settle in 
Ireland at last ? — I am heartily glad to 
see you hare overcome your prejudices 
against this country.— How has this been 
brbnght about ? 

Qi&. Why, Sir. the thing was. I 
didn't know nothing about it, and there 
was a many lies told badiwards and for- 
wards of Ireland, by a many that ought 
to have known better. 

Sir W. And now that you hare seen 
with your own eyes, yon lure happily 
convinced, thiA in Irelwl the men are 
not all savages. 
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Glib. No, Sir, no ways sarage, except 
in the article of some of them going 
bM-e-footett ; bat the men is good men, 
most of them. 

Sir tF. Aod the women ? — Yon find 
that they have not wings on their 
shonlders. 

Gilb. No, Sir. (Smiting.) And I'm 
glad they hare not got wings, else they 
might fly away from us, which I'd be 
sorry for — some of them. 

{4fier makitig this speech, Gilbert steps 
back, and brushes his master's hat 
dUigenth/.) 
SirW. {Aside.) Ha! is that the case? 
Now I nnderstand it all.— Tis fair, that 
Capid, who blinds so many, should open 
the eyes of some of his votaries. (Aloud.) 
When yoa set np as landlord in your 
new inn, Gilbert, (Gilbert comes for- 
ward) you will want a landlady, shall 
.not yon? 

Gitb. (Falls back, and ansroers.) I 
shall. Sir, I suppose. 

Sir W. Miss — what's her name F the 
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daughter of the landlord of the present 
inn. Misa — -what's her name f 

GiUi. {Answers wWmtt coming forward) 
Miss Gallagher, Sir. 

' SirW. Miss Gallagher ?-^A very iigly 
.name t— I think it woold be cbtuity to 
change it, Gilbert. 

OUb. {Bashfi^.) It wonld, no doubt. 
Sir. 
Sir W. Sb& is a jety pr^ty girl. 
GUb. She is{ Sir, bo doobt. 
, {Cleaning the bruA'doWi hit hand, b«wst 
' and is reiSr k i ^ .) 
SirW. Gilbert, stay. (Gifteri frtBrnr.) 
: I say, Gilbert, I tiwk t>arttbalair iibtice 
of this MisS'Gal^h^, atdibiras speak- 
ing to ydu last Sunday.— I thooght she 
seemed to smile upon yon, Gilbert. 

GUb. (Very bashfiMy.) I cad't say 
indeed. Sir. 

Sir W. I don't meatn, my good Gil- 
bert, to press you to say any thing that 
'ytfu don't tihnse to say. — It was not 
from idle curiosity that I asked any 
questions, but from a sincere desire to 



A DRAMA. a?! 

serve you in whatever. way) ypu I|kg b«^, 
Gilbert. . 1 ; , [ 

Gilb. OU, dear master inr-I pa^'^ s|te«I^> 
you are so good to me, at)4,ft|vy.ay^^M^ 
too good Itt^so I s»jf notliing'-T-Only V» 
not ungrateful—l kpow I'lfi n9t.itD^mtfr 
ful, thai 1 am tf pt I And »p tft, thp ^&tt 
there's i}ot a t^faovght 1 ^9(ve7Qu'|l ^pRr 
descend for to kaow^o-nfaTft. yii^j) .^ftttj^ 
knQw it as sooq a^ p)y mothf;rrr-M)at'$ M> 
say, as soQn as ever I )(i;nt>ved it\my^lf. 
-r-But, Sir. the thing is *%» since ym'f^ 
^ good to I«t me Bp^ak to ya(i, Sie. 

Sir W. Speak on, ^jy, py £op4 
fplkjw. 

Gi'/fr, Then, Sir, the thing is this. — 
There's one girl, they say, has set her 
thoughts upon me — now I don't Uke she, 
because why I loves another ; but I 
should not chuse to say so, on account 
of it's not being over and above civil, and 
on accoant of my not knowing yet for 
sartin whether or not the girl I loves, 
loves me, being I never yet could bring 
myself to ask her the question — I'd ratbeC' 
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not mention her name neither, till I be 
more at a sartiDty. — Bat aince you be so 
kind. Sir, if you be so good to give me 
till this eveoing. Sir, as I hare now with 
the hopes of the new inn an indepen- 
dency to offer her, I will tkke courage, 
and I shall have her answer soon. Sir — 
and I will let you know with many 
thanks. Sir, whether^ — whether my heart's 
Ivoke or not. {Exit Gilbert, kastib/,) 

^ W. {Mm.) Good, a&ctionate 
creature ! — Bat who would have thought; 
that out of that piece of wood a lover 
could be made ? — ^This is Cupid's de- 
light! (Exit ^ir William.) 
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SCENE II. 
Parlor ^ the Inn at Bannow. 

Miss Florinda Gallagher, sola. 

Various articles of dress on the Jioor-^a 
looking-glass propped up on a chest — 
Miss Gallagher is kneeling before the 
glass, dressing her long hair, xohick hangs 
acer her shoulders. 

Miss G. I don't know what's come to 
this glass, that it is not flattering at alt 
4he day. — The- spots and cracks in it is 
making me look so full of freckles and 
crow's feet — and my hair too that's such 
a figure, as straight and as stifT, and as 
stubborn as a presbyterian. — See! it won't 
curl for me — so it is io the papillotes it 
must be; and that's most genteel. 

(Sound qf a drum at a distance — Miss 
Gcdlagher starts up and listens.) 

Miss G, Hark till I hear ! — Is not 
that a drum I hear ? — Aye, 1 had always 
N 3 
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. a quick ear for the drum from my cradle. 
— And there's, the whole band — but it's 
only at the turn of the avenoe. — ^It's on 
parade they a(«.-v-So I'll be dressed and 
daceat before they, are here, I'll eng^e. 
And it's- my plaid scarf I'll throw over 
all, elegant for the HigManders, and I 
don't doubt but the drum-major will be 
•conquist to it at m; feet, afore nijht — 
and what will Mr. Gilbert say to that? 
and what matter what he says ? — I'm not 
bound to him, especially as he never 
popped me the qoestioD, being 'so pre- 

'posterously basbfAl, as them Englishmeti 
have the misfortune to be. — But thM's 
not my feult any way. — And if I hap^eti , 
to find a more shilitable matcb, While 
he's turning the words in his mouth, 
Who's to blame me? — My father, sup- 
pose! — And what matter ?-^Have not I 
two handred poondsof my own down oa 
the nail if the worst come to the worst, 
and why need I be a slave to any man, ' 
^ther or other? — But he'll kill himself 
soon with the whiskey, poor man, at the . 
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ratp be'« goiog.— Two glaews now fqf 
his mornings, and his mornings are going 
on oU day. There he js» roaring. (Mr. 
GaJlagher heard singing.) You can't 
come in here. Sir. [Shf bolls the door.) 

Enter Christy Gallagher, kicking (he door 
open. 

Chrisly. Can't I, <kar? — what will 
binder rae? — Give me the kay of thie 
spirits, ifyou plase* 

Miss G. Oh, Sir ! sees how you Me 
walking tbrough all my things. 

Christy. Andthey ontbeQoorJ — w4ief« 
else sbould.i walk, but on t)ie floor, pcay. 
Miss Gallagher I — Is it, like a %, oo the 
ceiling you'd have me be, wailking with 
my head upside down, to plaae you. 

Miss G. Indeed, Sir, whatever way 
you're walking, it's with your head up- 
side down, as any body may notice, and 
that don't pine me at all — i^n't it a 
shame, in a morning I 

Christy. Pboo! ^on't be talking of 
fhanie, you that knsw^ ttothing dboat it. 
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But lend me the kay of the spirits, 
Florry. 

Miss G, Sir, my name's Florinda — 
and I've not ttie kay of the spirits at all, 
nor any such vulgar thing. 

Christy. Vulgar ! is it the kay ? 

Miss G, Yes, Sir, it's very vulgar to 
be keeping of kays. 

Christy. That's lucky, for I've lost alt 
mine now. Every single kay I have in 
the wide world now I lost, barring this 
kay of the spirits, and that must be gone 
after the rest too, I b'lieve, since yoo 
know nothing of it, unless it be iu this 
here chist. (Christy goes to the dtest) 

Miss G, Oh mercy. Sir ! — Take care 
of the looking-glass, which is broke al- 
ready. Oh then, father, 'tis not in the 
chist 'pon my word and honor now, if 
you'll b'lieve} so don't be rummaging of 
all my things. (Christy persists in opening 
the chest.) '■■•■ 

Christy. It don't signify, Florry; I've 
granted myself a gineral sarch- warrant, 
dear, for the kay } and by the blessing. 
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I'll go clane to the bottom o' this chist. 
{^ist GMngher torilhes in agom^.) Why 
what makes you stand twisting there like 
an eel or an ape, child P^What, in the 
name of the ould one, is it you're afeard 
on? — Was the chist full now of love- 
letter scrawls from the Grand Sigtiior or 
the Pope itself, yon conld not he more 
tinder of them. 

Miss G. Tinder, Sir ! — to be snre, 
when it's my best bonnet I'm thinking 
on> which you are mashing entirely. 

Christy. Ne?er fear, dear! I won't 
mash an atom of the bonnet, provided 
always, you'll mash these apples for me, 
jewel. {He takes apples out qf the che$l.) 
And wasn't I lucky to 6Dd them in it? 
Oh, I knew I'd not sarch this chist for 
nothing.— See how they'll make an iligant 
apple-pie for Mr. Gilbert now, who 
loves an iligant apple-pie above all 
things — your iligant self always excipted, 
dear. 

[Miss Gallagher makes a slight curtsy^ 
but motions the apples from her.) 
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Miss G. Give the apples then to the 
girl. Sir, imd she'll moke yon tibepte, for 
I suppose she knows how. 

Christy. An4 don't yon then, Flmry ? 

iiits G^ And how should ly Sir }-— 
Yon didn't send me to the danctng* 
lobool of Ferrinafad to larn me -to mike 
apple-pies, I conclude. 

Christy. Troth, Florry, 'twas not I 
nnt yon there. Borrow fut (fiiot) but 
your mother; only she's in her grave, and 
it's bad to be talk ti^ itl of the dead any 
way. But be that bow it will, Mr. Gil- 
bert must get the apple-pie, for rasoas 
of my own that need not be mintioqed. 
So, Biddy ! Bi^y, girl ' Biddy Doyle ! 

Enter Biddy, running with a ladle in her 
hand. 

Christy. Drop whatever you have in 
your hand, and come here, and be 
hanged to you. And had you no ear* 
to your head, Biddy ? 

Biddy. Sure I have. Sir—ears enough. 
Only they are bothering me so without. 
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that pig and the; dbg figfatiog, that I 
ooukl not hear ye calling at-all-at-all — - 
What is it? — For I'm skimming die 
{iot> atul can't lave it. ^^ir^ GaHagher 

goes on dressif^.) 

Christg. It's otHy these ap[^es, see t— 
You'll^ make me an apple-pie, Biddy, . 
smart. 

Biddy. Save us, Sir ! — And honr will 
I ever get time, when I've the hash to 
make for them Scotch yet? Nor can 
ftell, for the life of me, what it was I 
did with the onions and scaltioos nei- 
ther, barring by great luck they'd be 
in and under the press here, — (Running 
to look under the /wcw)-^which they are, 
praised be God i in the far corner. 
(Biddy stretches her arm under the press.') 

Christy. There's a nice girl, and a 
'cute cliver girl, worth a dozen of your 
Ferrin^adfi. 

(Biddy throws the onions outjrfitn tender 
the press, aihile he speaks.) 

Miss G. Then she's as idle a girl as 
Ireads the earth, in or out of shoe-leather. 
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for there's my bed that she has not made 
jet, and the stairs wHh a month's dost al- 
ways I and never ready by any chance 
to do a pin's worth for one, when one's 
dressing. 

{A drum heard} ike sound seems to be 

■ approaching near.) 

Christy. Blood ! the last rowl of the 

dram, and I not got the kay of the spirits. 

Miss 6. Oh, saints above ! what's 

gone with my plaid scarf? — and my hair 

behind, see I 

Miss Gallagher twists up fier hair be^ 
hind — Biddy gathers up the onions tjito 
her apron, and exit hastibf. — Christy 
runs about the room in a distracted 
manner, looking under and over every 
thing, repeating~~The kay ! the kay! 
the kay !) 
Christy. For the whiskey must be had 
for them Scotch, and the bottled beer too 
for them English ; and how will I get all 
or any without the kay ? Bones, and dis- 
traction ! 

Miss G. And my plaid hanke'cbor 



tbat must be had, aod where will I find it ? 
— Id the name of all the damons in this 
chaos you're made me out of the chist, 
fitther ? And how will I git all in again, 
before the drum-major's in it P 

C%w(y. {Sweeping up a keap of things 
in his arms, and throwijig them into the 
chest.) Very asy, sure ! this ways. 

Miss G. (Darting forward.) There's 
the plaid handkecher. — {She draws it out 
from the heap under her father's arm, and 
smooths it on her htee.) But, oh ! father, 
how you are making hay of my things I 

Christy. Then I wish I could make 
hay of them, for hay is much wanting 
for the horses that's in it. 

Miss G. [Putting oji her plaid scaif.) 
Weary on these pins ! that I can't stick 
any way at all, my hands all trimhle so. 
—Biddy I Biddy I Biddy I Biddy, can't 
ye? — (Bf-«rffr Biddy, looking hetcildered.) 
Just pin me behind, girl — smart. 
. Christy. Biddy, is It?— Biddy, girl, 
come over and help me tramp down this 
hay. — [ChxXniy jumps into the chest.) . 
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Miss G. Oh, Kddy, ran and stop him, 
for the love of God ! with his brogues uid 
big feet. 

Biddif. Oh, inarcyl that's too bad. 
Sir ; get out o* that if you please, or Miss 
Florry will go road, sure ! and the major 
that's coining up the st^tj-~^b. Sir, if 
you place, in the name of piercy I 

Cftrisly. [Jumping (>iit,) Why, then, 
sittle it ail yourself, Biddy, and success 
to you i but you'll no more get aU in 
agfun afore Christmas, to the be»t of my 
opinion, no more, see ! than yoii'd get 
bottled porter, froth anj all, into the bot- 
tle agwn, once it was out. 

Miss G. Such comparisons ! — [tossing 
back her head.) 

Christy. And caparisons ! — [poinlitig 
to Ihe^^nery on the Jtoor.) But in the mid- 
dle of it al), lend me the poker, which 
will answer for the master-kay, stue ! — 
that poker that IB houlding up the win- 
dow — can't ye, Biddy f 

(Biddy runs and pulls the poker hastify 
/jvm under the sash, tiAich sudda^ 
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fallsy and every pane of glass falls out 
and breaks.) 

Ckrish/. Murder ! and no glazier ! 

Miss G. TheD. Biddy, of alt girls* 
»live OT dead, you're the awk'ardest, vul- 
gfvett, unlucki^t to toucii any thing. i(t 
all! 

Biddy. {Picking, up the giatt.) I can't 
think what's cgme to the gla9is> ' that 
makes it break so asy the day ! sure I 
done it a huadred times the same^ and it 
never broke wid me afore; 

Christy. Well ! stick up a ^etti^oa^ 
or something of' the kind, and anyway 
lend me hould of the poker, for in lieu of 
a kay, that's the only frind in need ! 

(Exit Christy toith the poker.) 
. Miss G. There, Bi^y, that wilt ^b— 
any how. Just shut down the lid, caa't 
ye ? and find me my other dboe. Btddy-r* 
theo, lave that,— come out o' that, d» 
gii;l, and see the bed !--^nn there, {urn (t 
up just aoy Way s — and, Biddy, run bn^ 
-—stick me this tortwse comb in the back 
pi my head oh ! {screams and starts 
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away from Biddy) You ran it feirly into 
Diy brain, you did ! you're the grossest ! 
heavy handiest I — fit only to wait on 
Sheelah na Ghirah, op the like. — (TVnu 
aooayfrom Biddy with an air of utter con~ 
tempi.] But I'll go and resare the major 
properly .—(TVnw back as she is going, and 
toys to Biddy.) Biddy, settle all here, can't 
ye? — Turn up the bed, and sweep the 
glass and dust in the dust corner, for its 
here I'm bringing him to dinner,— sd 
settle up all in a roiante, do you mind me> 
Biddy I fbr your life ! 

{Exit Miss Gallagher.) 

Biddy, alone. — (Speaking while she puts 
things in the room in order.) 
Settle 1^ all in a minute I — aey said !— 
and /or my life too ! — Why, then, there's 
not a greater slave than myself in all Con-- 
naught, or the three kingdoms, — from 
the time I get np in the morning, and 
that's afore the flight of night, till I get 
to my bed . again at night, and that's 
never afore one in the morning.— But I 



wouldn't valae all one pin's point, if it 
was kind and shivil (civil) she was to me. 
But adpt I strive, and strive to the ut- 
most and beyandf — (sighs deepf^) and 
when I found the innions, and took the 
apple-pie o£F her hands, and settled her 
behind, -and all to the best of my poor 
ability for her, after, to go and call 
me Sheelab na Gfairah 1 though I dm't 
rightly know who that Sheelah na Ghirah 
was, from Adam 1— Bat still it's the bad 
language I get, goes to my heart.^^b> 
if It had but ptased heaven to have cast 
me my lot in the sarvice of a raal jantle- 
man or lady, instead of the likes of these t 
Now, I'd rather be a dog in his honor's 
or her honor's house, than lie under the 
tongue of Miss Gallagher; as I do,^to 
say nothing of ould Christy. 

Miss Gallagher'^ voice heard, caUingt 
Biddy! Biddy Doyle! Biddy^ can't 
yef 

Biddy. Here, Miss, in the room, 
readying it, I am. 
Christjf Gallagher's voke heard, caUing» 
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Biddy I— Biddy Doyle !— Biddy, giri t 
What's come o* that girl, that's always 
oat o' the way idliDg^-when wanted.— 
Plague take her ! 

Biddy. Saints above ! hear him now ! 
— Bat I scorn to answer. 

Sereaming louder in mingled voices — 
GhristyV and Mtrs GaDagher'y. 

Kddy l—Biddy Doyle 1— Biddy, girl ! 

Mr. Gallagher. {Putting in his head.) 
^Hfdy ! sorrow take ye ! are ye in it ? — 
Andyou are, and we cracking onr vitals 
calling you. — ^What is it yoa're dallying 
here fbr.-^tir 1 stir } dinner ! HanaO' 
mun-duowl.* 

[He draws back his head, and Exit.) 

Kddy, alme^ 

Coming then ! — Snre it's making up 

the room, I am with all speed, and the 

bed not made, after ai\ ! — {Throws up the 

press-bed.) — But to live in this here 



' ■* An Irish oath, ipelled Here u pronooDCed, 
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hoase, girl or boy, one bad oeed bare the 
lires of nine cats itself, and the le^ of 
forty. (Exit.) 



SCENE III. 

The Kitchen c^ the Im. 

Miss Florinda OaHagber, " Mr. Christy 
Gallagher. 

B<n/s (odMen belonging to the BarwLt in the 
back Scene, 

Mr.G. (To ^Ae&and.) The giri's com- 
ing as fast as possible to get yees yonr 
dinners, jantlemen, and sorrow better 
dinner than she'H give you: you'll get ^1 
instantly.— ^(7*0 AftV.r OaHagber.] And am 
not I telling yon^ Elorry, that theDrnm- 
igajor did not come in yet at all, but went 
out through the town, to see get a billet 
and bed for the sick roan they're got. 

EtUer Biddy, st^ and Ustens. 
Miss G. I wonder the major didn't 
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have the manners to step in. and spake 
to the lady firsty— was be an Irishman^ he 
would. 

Biddy. Then it's my wonder he 
' wouldn't step in to take bis dinner first — 
was he an Englishman^ he would. — But 
it's lucky for me and for 'him he didn't, 
becaase he couldn't, for it won't be ready 
this three-quarters of an hoar — only the 
Scotch broth, which boiled over. 

(Biddy retires, and goes on cooking. — 
Mr. Gallagher JUls out a glass of 
spirits to each of the band.) 

MissG. Since the major's not in it, 
I'll not be staying here — for here's only 
riff-raff triangle and gridiron boys, and a 
black-3-moor, and that I never could 
stand, so I'll back into the room. — Shew 
the taajor up, do you mind, father, as 
soon as ever he'd come. 

Mr. G. Janttemen all ! here's the 
king's health, and confusion worse con- 
founded to his enemies, for yees ; or, if ye 
like it better, here's the plaid tartan and 
fiUib^ for yees, and that's a comprehen- 
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rive toast — will giVe ye an I4>petite &» 
yonr dinners. — (7^ drink in sUence.) 
Miss G. Did ye hear me, fiuher ? 
Mr, G. Aye, aye.— Off wit* ye ! 
{Exit Miss GiUlagher, tossing back' her 
bead. — ChFisty pours out a glass of 
whisky /«r himself, • and with appro- 
ptiate graces of the elbow and tittle 
^nger, swalhtvs it, making faces (^ 
deligkt.) 
. Mr.G. Biddy! Biddy, girl, ye*— 
See thepig putting in hisnose — ^keephim 
out, — can't ye ? 

Biddy. Humish'I humish! — {J^aking 
■her aprat.) Tbep that pig's as sinsible ai 
any Ctiristiiui, for tie'd ran away tiie int> 
Dttte he'd see me, 

Mr. G. That's mannerso' the pig'— 
Put down a power more tnrf> Biddy :— 
see the janUemeo's gathering nniDd the 
fire, and has a right to be could in their 
knees this St. Patrick's day in the morn- 
ing—for it's March, that comes in like a 
}ion, — but that's an English saying of 
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Mr. Gabert'a, Mad I dan'thnraw feb6 <ehd 
weH- : 

[7^ bmd tberntg thif' spiech'^'effteaf. to 
'he^speakiKg te Biddy:— ^i^ comdifor- 
vaardtoMr. Golla^er:) -' 

Mr. G. What it» it'tbey are wbisper- 
iog imd conjaring> Btddy? 

Bid^. 'Twos only uilag me tbey 
wece, iCioQld tbey tdl get t«ds tbC night 
ID it. 

Mr. G. Bod»! aye can-yeefl, aii#Ar 
B-dbeen'BKire^>— oDiy the rtt^tti 'above is 
tinder in the joists* and I would notcfaiiM 
to put mo^ on the floor than t*o b6ds, 
and one sbake-dowa, which rtill answer 
for five; forit'saiblty to txAky — Vfi V^ 
you the truth, and notavord of Jie.-— 
Wouldn't it be idle to put more of yees 
in the room than it could bold, and to 
hare the floor be coming through the 
parlor cieiHng, and so - spoil twO" gtM^ 
looms for one night's bad rest^ jantlemeii? 
^— Well, Biddy, wliat is it they're toyiug? 

Biddy. .TAey saythey don'tnuder- 
stand— caa tbey hare beds or not } 
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Mr. G. Why, body and bones \—Nol 
— then> since nothing else will they com- 
prehend, — no, — only five, say,— five c^d 
sleep in it. 

■ {The band divide into two parliei.—~Five 

remain, and the others walk off" in si* 

leMe.) 

Biddy. And it's into the room you'd 

best walk up, had not yees, fire jantle* 

men, that sleep ? 

[Tke,^ walk into the parlor — Mr. Gal- 
lagher preparing to follow, carrying 
whiskey bottle' and jug — turns back, 
and sat/s to Biddy.) 
Mr. G. Is it dumb they are' all ? or 
innocents ? 

Biddy. Not at all innocents ! no mor£ 
than myself nor yonr self. — Nor dumb 
neither, only that the Scotch tongae 
can't spake English as we do. 

Mr. G. Oh I if that's all, afler dinner 
the whiskey punch will make 'em spake, 
I'll engage. 

[Exit Mr. Gallagher.) 
Mddy. *Tis I that am glad they Ve taken 
02 
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tbemselres away, for thereVno eooUng 
with all the men id the fire. 

Enter Mr. Andrew Ho[«, Dnan-Major^ 

Mr.H. A gnde day to yoo, mygivie 
laesy, 

Biddy. The same to yoa. Sir,, and 
kindly. I beg your pardob for not know- 
ing — ^would it be the Drum-Major, Sir I - 

Mr. H. No ofTence, ray gade lass, — : 
I am Andrew Hope, and Drum-Miyor. — 
I met some of my men in the street com- 
ing down, and they told me they coald 
not have beds here. 

Biddy. No, Sir, plase your honor, 
only five that's m the room yonder, — if 
you'd be plased to walk up, and you'll 
get your dinner immediately, your honor^ 
as fast as can be dished, your honor. 

Mr, H. No hurry, my gude lass. — 
But I would willingly see the beds for my 
poor fellows, that has had a sair march. 

Biddy. Why, then, if your honor 
would take a fool's advice, you'd not be 
looking at them beds, to be spoiling y^ur 
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dinner — since good or bad all the looking 
at 'em in the, wide world, yfon't mend 
'eiD one feather, sure. . > 

• Mr. H. My gnde.gir|, that's true. — 
3tilt rd like ^er to face the worst. ^ 

. Bi<Ufy' Then it's op that ladder you'll 
go. 
.- Mr. H. No stairs. 

Biddy. Oh. there are stairs — bat they 
an: burnt and coming down, and you'il 
find; the ladder safest and best;: — only 
mind the little holes in the floor, if you 
^lase, your honor. 

{Mr. Hope ascends the ladder, w/dle 
< jke speaks t and goes into the bed^ 
chamber abooe.) 

Biddy, sola. 
Welt. I'm ashamed of my life, when ft 
stranger and foreigner's reviewing our 
-house, though I'm only the girl in it, aad 
-DO ways answerable. It frets me for my 
country forenent thetn Scotch and Eng- 
lish. — [Mr. Hope descends the ladder.) 
Then I'uti sorry it's Dot better for your 
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taonnr's sdf, and oKn.—'Bat Umm'b a new 
ion to be opened ^le Sf tb. In this town ; 
and if yon retom this way, I hope things 
will be niMC agreeable and proper. — Bnt 
you'll hare no bed dinner, your honor, 
any way; — There's Scotch, brotb, and 
Scotch hash, and colcannon, and fried 
^gs and bacon, and a turkey, and a 
boiled leg oi nmttcMi and turnips, and 
pryatees* the best, and well boiled, and I 
bop^ foiu honor, that's moi^h for a std- 
dier'ft dinner, that's net oiee. 

Mr. H. Enough for a soldier's dinser I 
«ye,i gnde truth, m^ bus ; and more than 
enooj^ fiw Andrew Hope, who is no 
ways nice. — But. tell me, haie you no 
one to help you here, to dress all this ? 

Biddy. Sorrow oqe ) to do a hand's 
.4iirn for ntei bui niyfielf;^aae you'rho- 
■nwi for the daughter of the house is too 
£ne to.pui her band to any thing in li£e : 
■r— but she's in the room there withini b»- 
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y,oad, if jXMi would li^eto see ber-^afine 
lady she is ! 

Mr. H. A fiae lady* is she?»Weel t 
Fine or coarse, X-^bAU Jike t« see faer, — 
aod weel I ni&y 4fid must^for I had a 
brother once I luved as my life'; and four 
years ,b«ck tbat brother fell sick here, oa 
bis road to, the north, and was kindly 
tended here at the inn at Bannow; and 
he charged me, puir lad, on his death- 
bed, if ever fate shdu)d quarter me. in 
BanDow> to inquire for his gude' friend 
at.the ion, and to. return them bis thanks ; 
and so I'm fain to do, and will not sleep till 
rve.do«e 90,— ^But.telliitie finst, my kinct 
lassy, for I flee you are a.:kii)d lassy,— tell 
me, has not .thip.tioose bad a change of 
fortune, and fallen to decay of late ? fop 
^e iffn St Banootv wsis pictured to me as 
^bra'tieatpi^oe. 

. BiM^*\ Ah! that was, may*be» the 
time the I^rkeos bad it? 

Mx. H. The Larkens ! — that Tvas the 
very naane, — >it Tvarms my heart to bear 
the sound i^U. 
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Bid^. Aye, and quite another sort of 
mn ion this was, I hear t^k, in their time, 
T-and quite another gness sort> the Yon- 
kens from these- Gallaghers. 
, Mr. H. Aod what has become of the 
larkeos, I pray ? 

. l^dtbf. Tbey are sMU Uving up yon* 
der, by the bash of Bannow, in a mug 
Gttle place of b cabin>— that is the wi- 
dow Kelly. 

, . Mr. S. Kdly !— 4>ut I am looking 
for Ilarken. 

Biddy. Oh> Larken 1 that's Kelly .-^ 
Tis alt one — she was a Kelly before she 
was married, and in Uii» oonntry we stidc 
to the muden's name throughout. - 
. Mr. H. The same in our oonntry— 
often. 

Bidd^. Indeed ! and her daughter's 
name i^ Mabel, after the Kellys ; for yon 
might have noticed, if' it ever happened 
your honor to bear it, an ould song of 
Mabel Kelly— Pianj^ Kelly. Then the 
present Mabel is as sweet a cratur as ever 
the ould Mabel Kelly was— — bat I must 
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Mind the colcaaDbo.— ('SKf goes io l^ 4 
potqfthejSre.) 

Mr. H. Hold ! my gude girl> let me 
do that for yon, mioe is a strong haund; • 
' Biddy. I thank yonr honor, — it's too 
mach trouble entirely for a jandemaii 
Hfce you, — but it's always the best jantle- 
man has the tasfe pride. — Then them 
Kdlys is a good race, outd and young, 
and I love 'em, root and branch. Be- 
sides Mabel the daughter, there's Owen 
the son, and as good a eon he is— no 
better! He got an edication in the be* 
ginning, tit] the troubles come across his 
femity, and the boy, the child, for it's 
bare fifteen he is this minute, give up aU 
his hopes and prospects, the cratur ! to 
come home and slave for his motherl 

Mr. H. Ah, that's weel ! that's weel ! 
I luve the lad that makes a gude son.— ^ 
And is the father deed f 

Biddy. Aye, dead and deceased he is, 

long since, and was buried just upon that 

time that ould Sir Cormac, fother of thft 

young h«ress that is now at the caitic 

03 
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•btjvei — ^foffoO'iaBidlenl Ut«t vns'ova, 
US, died, see I-^— Then there was new tnnes 
ftnd new takes, and tb^ widow w» turtied 
out of Ibe iBD, »qd tb«9e GallftgheK g«i 
it, add all wiot wr<rag and to rack ; for 
Iffre. Gallagher, that was, drenk. h^rsdf 
ifato her grave uDkn<)wtfVt, ibcJfc was by 
Wself in private she took it ; aDd..Chrirtjr 
paHagher, the preseot maD, is dqiog the 
nine, only publicly, and running throogfa 
idl, aod the hoase is tamblirig oT«r oar 
eaxft,— but he hopes to get the oew inn, 

' and if he does, why, he'll be lucky— and 
thM'a all I know, for the dinner ia dtwe 
now, and I'm going in with it-~a«id -wmi't 
your honor walk up to the room now. 
' Mr. H. {Going to the ladder.) Up 
here? 

Siddy, Oh, it's not up at all yont ho- 
nor, sure 1 but down here, — through tbii 

• ways. 

, Mr. H. One word more, my gude 
laaayv As soon as we sbaU have all dined, 
and you shall have ta'en your aee din* 
ner. I slwtl beg of you, if you be not then 
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too mnch tired, to shew me the way to 
that bush of BaDDow, whereat this widow 
Larken's cottage is. 

Biddy. With lill tlie Measure in life, 
if I had not a fut to stand upon. 

{Exit Mr. Hope. — -Biddy follows with 
a dish smoking liot.) 

Biddy. And ] hope you'll find it an 
itigant Scotch hash, and there's innions 
plinty, — sure the.best I had I'd give yon, 
for I'm confident now he's the truetbin^ 
-^-and tho' he is Scotch, he desarve* to be 
Irish, every inch of him, — 1 seen that 
with half an eye. 

(Exit Biddy Doyle.) 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

. An /risk Cabin — TIk Kitchen. 

Widom Larken— en one side offier, Mabel 
at tteedte-nork — on the other side, Oweo 
her son eaters, bringing in a spinning- 
wbalt whitk he places before Us mother. 

Owen. There, mother, is your wheel 
meDded for you. 

Mabel. Ob, as good as new, Owen 
lias made it for yoa. 

Widow. Well, whatever troubles come 
upon me in this world, have not I a 
right to be thankful, that has such good 
childer lefl me } — Still it grieves me, and 
jgoes to the quick of my heart, Mabel, 
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dear, that yonr brother here should be- 
slaving.for me, a boy that is qualified for 
better. 

Owen. And what better can I be,- 
thaa working for my mother — maa or. 
boy ? 

- Mabel. And if he thitUcs it do slaTery, 
what slavery is it, mother? 

Owen. Mother, to-day is the day to 
propose for the new inn — I saw several 
with the school- master, who was as busy 
as a bee,, penning proposals for them* 
according as they dictated, and framing, 
letters and petitions for Sir William 
Hamden and Miss O'Hara. Will yon 
go up to the castle and speak, mother ? '. 

Widow. No, no — I can't speak, Owen. 
, Oioen. Here's the pen and ink-horn,, 
and I'll sit me down, if you'd sooner 
write than speak. 

Widow. See, Owen, to settle youf; 
mind, I would not wish to get that inn. 

Owen. Not wish to get it ! — The new 
inn, mother— but if you had gone over. 
\\, as I have. *TiB the very tbing for 
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yT)ii.<—Neat aiad ooiiipaet as a nalsbe^t, 
not one c^ Uieni grand inns, too.gre8t Sat 
the placet that never answers no .more, 
than the bat that's too big fotthehtfad, 
and that always blows off. . 

Widow. No, dear, not the thing fot. 
ipe> DOW a- widow, and your Bu^ter Mabe)> 
tbo' tis not forjne to say— aticfa a likely 
jfine ^irl— >I'd not be bappy to hare her 
in. a public bottse->-so many of all sorts 
tbat would be in it, and drinking, may 
t)e, at lairs and funerals, and no man of 
the honse> nor. master, nor father for her. 
. Owen, Stire, mother, I'm. nest to a 
Jatiier.for ber. — ^Amn't I a brother,' and. 
no brother ■ ever lored a sbter better^ or 
WW norejealous of respect for her; and 
if you'd be pleasing, I<:outd be raan and 
maiter enough. 

Widow, {Laughing.) You, ye d^ar 
dip Qf aboy ! 

Quen. {Proudh/, and raising ftis- head 
hi^.) Slip of a boy as I am then, and 
little as you think of me 

Widoa>. 0b, I think a great tietd of 
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fBm 1 oiil!)r I .<»a't t^iok yov big Jtor olt^ 
Owen, can I? . j 

/ Omen. No-^nor any.nteS to. be big 
or old, to keep people of all sorts in n* 
<pect, mother. . 

; Widosce. Then be ]o6ked Tike his fiu 
tb€T»— <lid not he, Mabel? ';""- 

Mabel. He did — God bless him I 

Owen. Now hear me, moiher^.for I'm 
going to speak sense,-^You need ncA 
listen, Mabel. 

Mabel. Bat it's what I like to listen 
to sense, especially yoars, Owen. 

Owen. Then I can't help it.-* You 
must hear, even if you bhish for it. ' 

Mabel. "Why would I blu&b f - ^ 

Owen. Because you won't be able to 
help it, when I say Mr. Gilbert. — See ! 

Mabel. Oh, dear Owen ! that's not 
fair. {She falls back a little.) 

Owen. Well, mother, it's with yon 
I'm. reasoning. If he was your son-in- 
law 

Widow, Hush I that be!ll never be. 
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Kow, Owen, I'll' grow aogiy if yoii pnt 
nonsense in the girl's head. 

Owen. Bat if it's in the man's head, 
it's not a bit nonsense. 

Mabel. Owen, you might well say I 
shonldn't listen to you. {Exit Mabel.) 

Widow, There now, you'vedrive yooc 
sister off. 

Owen. Well, Gilbert v>U bring her 
mi igain, may be. 

Widow. May be — bnt that may be of 
yoars might lead as all wrong. 

{^e lays her hand on Owen's arm, arid 
speaks in a serious tone.) 

Widow. Now, dear, don't be saying 
one word more to her, lest it shoald end 
in a disappototmeat. 

Owen. Still it 15 my notion, 'tis Mabel 
he loves. 

Widow. Oh! what should yoQ know, 
dear, 0' the matter i 

Owen. Only having eyes and ears Isko 
another. 

Widow. Then i^bat hinders him to 
speftk? 
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Oieen. It's t>ashfulae8s ooly, mother. 
Don't you know what that is f 

Widow. I do, 8on. — lt'& a woman 
sure, should know that best sure.— ^Aad 
it is not Mabel, nor a daughter of mine, 
nor a sister of yours, Owen> sttouldbe 
more forward to understand, than the 
man is to speak, — was the man a 
prince. 

Owen. Mother, you are right ; but I'm 
not wrong neither. — ^And since I'm to 
say no robre> I'mgone, mother. • 

- ■ {Exit Oven.) 

. Widow. {Jhne.) Now who could blame 
that boy, whatever he does or saysf- It*« 
all heart he is, and wouldn't hurt a fly, 
except from want of thought. But, sUy 
now, I'm thinking of them soldiers that 
is in town. {Sighs.) Then I didn't sleep 
since ever they come ; but whenever I'd 
be sinking to rest, starting, and fancying I 
heard the drum for Owen to go. {A deep 
groaning sigh.) Och! aod then the appari- 
tion of Owen in regimentals was f^ere me'! 
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Enter Owen* dancing andsa^ing, 

, " Success to my brains, and success to my tongue ! . 
" Sdcccss to myself, tbat never was wrong !" ■ 

Widow. What is UP — what aiU the 
hoy ? — ^Are ye mad, Owen ? 

OaxiL {Cap^-ingt and sm^ing fiis^a- 
gers.) Aye, mad! mad with joy I am, 
-A^ it's Jpy I give you, »od joy y<m'll 
give iiK> mother darlipg. Thenar inn's 
yoars, atul no other's, and Gilbert ii 
ypur own too, and no other's — but 
Mabel's for life.^r'ABd is not the^ Joy 
^oqgb for ypu, mother } 

Widow.' . Joy }---Pb, too nuich J (^ 
sinks on a seat.) . 

Ozoen. I've been too snddep fof her t 

Wi(fow. No d^^-^Dot A j^^r-only 
JBft give iqe ti&af-T-to fpel it. — And is.it 
kru^ ?-<— And am I in no dream.nDw?— - 
And Where's Mabel, dieari 

Owen. Gone to the well, aad Gilbert 
with her. — We m«c her, and he turned 
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off with her, and I come ou to tell you, 
mother dear. 

Widow. Make me clear and certain ; 
for I'm slow and weak, dear.— ^Who told 
you all this good? — and is it true ? — ^And 
my child MiU>el vmvoumeen /'-^h, tell 
me again it's true. 

Owen. True as life. But your lips is 
pale still, and you all in a tremble. So 
lean on me,, mother, dear, and come out 
into God's opes siv, till I see your 
spirit come ^u;k<— 4uaid berels your bori- 
oet, and ne'Il nkeet Mabel and Gilbert, 
Sttd we'll aH- go up to the oaitle to gire 
thanks to the lady. 

Widows flooding u^ ioift^nMn.J TbaukB ! 
Ob, hayep't I great reacoo to be thank- 
ful, if over widow had! 

(E^emUt Widow kaning ou Otven.) 
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SCENE n. 

An Apartment in Bannow Castle. 

■ JFootmen bringing iu Baskets ^J Ftosoers. 

Clara and Sir William Hamden. 

Ciara. How, my dear onde/ I want 
to consult you. 

: Sir W. And welcone, my- child.— 
But if it is about flowers, yon could nqt 
coDsult a worae persoB. for I scarcely 
know a rose fnMD a^— .Wbst is this yoa 
have here — a thistle \ 

Ciara. Yes, Sir — apd that is the very 
thing I want your o[»nioo about. 

Sir W. Well, my dear, all I know 
liboat thistles, I think, is, that asses lore 
thi^es — will that do ? 

CEora, Oh no. Sir-— pray be serious, 
for I am in the greatest hurry to settle 
how it is all to be. — ^You know it is St, 
Patrick's day. 
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SirW. Yes, and here is plenty of 
vhamrock, I see. 

• Clara. Yes, here is the.^amrock— ^ 
the rose, the ever blowing rose — and 
the thistle. — And as we are to hav« 
Scotch, English, and Irish at oor little 
f<§te champetre this evening, don't you 
think it would be pretty' to have the 
tents hung with the rine, thistle, and 
shamrock joined ? ■ • 

Sir W. Very pretty, my dear j and I 
am glad there are to be tents, otherwise 
' It filte champetre in the morith o^March, 
wonld give me the rheumatism, even tb ' 
think of. 

Clara. Oh, my dear Sir, not at all.— ^ 
You will be sntig and warm in the green- 
house. 

,SiT W. Well, Clani, dispose of ms as 
you please, — I am entirely at your ser- 
vice for the rest of my days. 

Clara. Thank you, Sir — you are the 
-best of nndes, guardians, and friends. 

(Miss O'Hara goes back^ and apptarsto 
be giving directum to the servants.) ■■ 
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JSkT'IT. Unclef ^nature faiadft^ n^ — 
guardisD, yonr fiither made me— friend, 
yoa awde feoe yoarself» C[arat [Sir Wil- 
liwD comes forward^ and spicks as if in 
roMrle.) And evermore my irietidship for 
her shall centtouej tirangh my goardian- 
ihip is orer. I am glad I conqaered my 
tndolenoe> andoamc to Ireland with her; 
for a oool Ettgliah bead wiH be wanting 
to guide that warm Irish heart.— And 
here I ctaad oonnsel for prudence agmost 
generosity J 

Ciara. (Advancing to him ptaafit&f.) 
A silver penny for your thongbbi n&cle; 

Sir W. Shall I never teach you eco* 
nomy — such . ffttravagance, to give a 
penny, and a silver penny for what yon 
may have for nothing. 

Cbmi. Nothing c^ coiiie of ^iotl$ng 
---<ipcak again. 

Sir W. I. wa^ thinking of yon, my*— 
wiirrf no longer^ ' . • - : j ' 

Clara, Ward, always, pray. Sir.— 
Whatever I mjiybbinthc;ey^6rtfafelaw, 
I am DDt arrivtfd at years of discretion 
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yiAi.iaymy oWa opidioa,.nbr in yonts, t 

still, ha^ tfaejadranta^-of your Adtinsd 
fwd gaictanoa,i> - ^ - 

SitrM. :Yo».Mkfoc;niy«d*iefe,-Cnw*. 
VfJi£ow!l8t mi>feft wbetMf> yMt willtfak^& 

it.-.-. ,.,.-■.■- 

Ciara^ J- am ai\aipihik>h, 
* ^i> IT. You know y^ir mmt alfow 
me -a Httlri prosing, - You are an b^ress, 
Clara — a rich heiress — an Irish tretress. 
Yon desire' to do good, don't you ? 

Clara. {With eagerness.) With all my 
heart! — vith all my soul ! 

Sir. W.- That is not enongh, Clara.-^ 
You mast) not only desire to do gtiod> 
you mast tooff how to do it. 

Clara. Since you> uncle, 'k^tr that 
so weU, yoti wtH^letMch itftO mie. 

Sii* Wi ' Demr; flfttldf Ing g*rl--bbt y6n 
shall not flatter me-OU^ of the- piece of 
aA»to&:Iv.hwe ready for you .-^Promise 
me two things. 

: Cidrd. And fiwt, for your first. ' 
-. ■•Sir. W.' iFi»ifh'.vi^tever you begin.-^ 



L.noyi. 



9%$ TBB KJtm, &C. 

Good b^DDiDg9, it is said, inafca'good 
eodiogs ; but great beginoiags often make 
lUtte endings, Oc, in this coontry, no end- 
ings at all. Finis — caronatcpus — and that 
CFOWB is wanting wbecerer I turn mjr • 
«jeB. Of the hnodred magnificent 
things your mnoiGcent father began — r-« 

Clara. {IrUemgitilfg.) Oh, Sir, spare 
my father! — I promise .you that / wilf 
finish whatever 1. begin. What's yonr 
next cpipmaod ? 

■ SirW. Promise me that yoh will 
jierer make a promise to a tenant, nor 
any agreement abont business, but ia 
_writing-^8nd empower me. to. say that 
yon will never keep any verbal - profoise 
abon^ business — then, none sacb will ewr 
be claimed. 

Ctat^. I promise yon-'— —Stay !— This 
.is a promts abont butrioess, I must gife 
it to you in writtog. ^ . 

JIfuf O'Hara sits down to u xeriting- 
table, and writes. 

Sir W. {Lookingoai tfihc HWirftw.) I 
hope I have been early eDoqghJn giriog 



tl^ my second piece ofadvice^ wortb a 
bnndred stains— for I see the yard is 
crowded with grey-coated suitors^ and, 
the table here is already covered with 
letters and petitions. 

Miss (/H. Yes, ancle, bat I hare 
not read half of them yet. 

[Presents the written promise to Sir 
William.) 

Sir W. Thank you, my dear j and you 
will be thankful to me for this, when I 
am dead and gone. 

Clara. And whilst you are alive and 
here, if you please, uncle. ' Now, Sir, 
since you are so kind to say that your time 
is at my disposal, will yon have the 
goodness to come witL me to these grey- ' 
coated suitors, and let us give answers to 
these poor petitioners, who, ** as in duty 
bound, will ever pray." iTakes up a bundle 
ofpaptrs.) 

Sir W. {Taking a lefter from his 
pocket.) First, my dear niece, I must 
add to the number. I have a little busi- 
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nes9.— A petition to present from a pro- 
tigioixaine. 

Clara. A protAgfe'of yours I — TheQ 
it is granted, whatever it be. 

SirW. [Smiting.) Recollect yonr pro- 
mise. Clam. 

Clara. Oh^trae— itmustbeinwritto^, 
. {^he goes hastily to the writing-table^ 
and takes vp a pen.) 

Sir W. Read before you write, my 
dear — I insist upon it. 

Clara. Oh, Sir, when it is a request 
of yonrk, bow can I grant i£ soon 
enough ? But it shsUl be done in the 
way you like best — slowly — deliberately 
-^\ppemT^ the letter) — in minuet time.— - 
And I will look before I leap — and I'll 
read before I write. [She reads the sig- 

nattire.) Gilbert. Honest Gilbert, 

how glad I shall be to do any thing for, 
you, independently of your master. 

{Reads on, suddenly lets the letter drop, 
and clasps her hands.) 

Clara. Sir.— Uncle, my dear uncle. 
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how nafortttnate I am t ' Wtiy did not 
yew ask nte aa bMr ago ?•» Within this 
hour I have pn^aiied die new inn to 
another person. 

Sir W. Indted!— That is unfortunate. 
My poor Gilbjbrt will be sadly disap- 
pointed. 

Clara. Hinr vexed I ami— Bnt I 
never should have thought of Gilbert for 
the inn* — I fancied he disliked Ireland' 
so much, that he would never have settled 
here; 

Sir W. So thought I till this morning. 
—But love, toy deai^ove is lord of all. 
Poor Gilbert ! 

Clara. Poor Gilbert ! — I am so sorry 
I did not know this sooner. — Of all 
-people, I should for my own part have 
preferred Gilbert for the inn, he would 
have kept it so well. 

Sir W. He would so. {Sighs.) 

Clara. I do so blame myself — I have 
been so precipitate, so foolish, so wrong 
— without consulting you even. 

Sir W. Nay, my dear, 1 have been 
P a 
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ai wroog, as fooliih, as pndpitAte w 
yon, — for before I consulted yon, I toWt 
Gilbert that I coald aliDOst promise tbat 
he shoald have the inn id couseqaeoce 
of my reCommeBdatioD. — ^And upon the 
strength of that 'almost be is gone a 
courting. My dearj we are both a couple 
of foois^ but X atn «n old — ^you sre a 
yoang one. There is a wide difference. 
-^Let that comfort you. 

Clara. Oh, Sir^ nothing comforts roe, 
I am so provoked with myself, — and yon 
wilt -be so proTOked with me, when I 
tell you how silly I, have been. 

Sir W. Pray tell me. 

Clara. Would you believe that I have 
literally given it for a song. — A man sent 
me this morning a copy of verses to the 
heiress of Bannow. The verses struck 
my fancy- — I suppose because tliey flat- 
tered me.— :And with the verses camea 
petition setting forth claims, and a te- 
nant's right and fair promises, and a 
proposal for the new inn; and at tbe- 
bottom of the paper I rashly, wrote 
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ttese words — *• Tkt poefs petition is 
granted." 

Sir W. A promise in writiog too !— 
My dear Ctara, I cannot flatter you — 
thifi certainly ia not a wise transaction. 
So> to reward a poet, you made faim an 
)nn-ke^>er. — Well, 1 have known wiser 
■lieadst to reward a poet, make him an 
exciseman. 

Qarq. Bat, Sir, I am not quite so 
fi^y as'they'were, for I did not wake 
the poet an icn-keeper, — he is one al- ' 
ready. 

. Sir W. An inn-keeper already I — ^Who 
do you mean ? 

Clara. A man with » strange name 
•-—or a name that will sound strange to 
your English ears — Christy Gallagher. 

^(p W. A Fogue and a drunken dog> 
I understand — but he is a poet, and 
knows how to flatter the heiress of Ban- 
rum. 

Clara. {Striking her forehead.) Silly, 
silly Clara I 
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Sir W. {Changwg his. ta$e fivm »m^ 
to kindness.) Come, toy dear.Ghini, I 
iritl not tonvent yov asy moit. — Yoa. 
.doenre to hsTe done a gfMt deal ftf 
mischief by your precipitatioo ; bat I 
belier* this time yoa have done little or 
noDe, at least none that ia irremediable} 
and yoa hare made Gilbert b^^y, I 
hope aad believe, tho' without iotead- 
ingit. 

Clara, My (kMr nnde, yon set my 
heart at ease — ^bnt explain. 

Sir W. Then, my dear, I shrewdy 
sv^ect that the dao^ter of this Christy 
JVhat-do-ifou-caU-him, is the lady of 
Gilbert's thoaghts. 

Clara. I see it all in an uistiuKt*^ 
Th^'s delightful. We can pension off 
the drunken old father, and Gilbert and 
the daughter will keep the inu.-— Gilbert 
is in the green-hoase, preparing the eo^ 
lored lamps — let us go and speak to iam 
this minute, and settle it all. 

i^iV W. Speak to him of his lovei l-~ 
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Oh, my dear, yoa'd kill him on the spot.. 
— He is so bashfbU he'd blush to death. 
Ctara. Well, Sr, do you go atone, 
' and I win keep far, lar aloof. 

{Examt at <^osite sides.) 



SCENE III. 

Pfflrfor {f the Itin, 
Christy and Miss Gallagher. 

Christy. (To jl/iw Gallagher, slt^^ng 
• her on her back.) Hould up your head, 
child, there's money bid for you. 

Miss G. Lord, father, what a thump 
' on the back to salute one with, "Well, 
Sir, and if money is bid for me, no won- 
' cter. — I suppose it's because I ' have 
money, ' 

Christy. That's all the rason — ^you've 
hit it, Florry. It's money tbat love al- 
ways looks for now. — So you may be 
proud to larn the news I have for you» 
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which will 6x Mr. Gilbert, your baehdor, 
for life, I'll engage— -and make him speak 
out you'll see, afore Digbfc-f^l. We have 
the D«w ioiif dear!-— I're goit the pro- 
-mise here under her own hand-writing. 

Miss G. Indeed ! — ^Well, I'm sure I 
•hall be glad to get out of this hole, 
which is not'&t for a rat or a christian to 
live in — and ni have njmunc and my 
piano in -the back parlor, gCoteel. 

Christy. Ob, FerrinafiKl, are you there? 
—It's your husband must go to that 
expinse, my precious, if he chuset 
twingling and UeeedUngt instead of the 
puddings and apple-pies — that youll 
settle betwix yees^ and in the hooey, 
moon, no doubt, you've cunning enough 
to compass that, and more. 

Miss G. To be sure. Sir, and before 
I come to the hooey-moon, I promise 
you ; for I won't become part or parcel 
of any man that ever vrare a bead, except 
he's music in his soul enough to allow 
me my piano in the back parior- 

Christy. Asy !, asy J Ferrinafad — db^'t 
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be talkJDg about the piaDo*forte, till you 
are married.— Doa't be sbewing the baiter 
too soon to the shy borse-^t's with the 
sieve of oats you'll catch him ;.and his bead 
once in tfae sievdyou hare the huUer on 
him clane. Pray, after all, tell me, Florry, 
the truth — did Mr. Gilbert ever ax.yon? 
Miss G. Lei Sir, what a coarse que»- 
tion.— His eyes have said, as. much a 
million of times. 

Christy.. That's good — but not in 
law, dear. — For see you could not skue 
a man in the four courts for a breach of 
promise made only with the eyes, jewel. 
It must be ffith the tongue afore witness, 
mind,, or .under the hand, «ale, or mark. 
— Look to that. 

Miss G. But, dear Sir, Mr. Gilbert is 
so tongue-tied- with that English bash- 
fulnesa. 

Christy. Then Irish- impodeuce must 
cut the string of: that tongue, Florry. — 
Lave that to me, unless you'd . ratho* 
yourself. 

. MissG. Lord, Sir — what aroutabottt 
p 3 
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•«e inu, wfcen^ if I please, I migfat ham 
m doaen loven. 

' Christy. Be the same ihore or lest. — 
Bni one ridi bacbeldr*8 worth a Atu»n 
poor, ibatis, for tbe articlex>f a husband. 
, . Jiw C And I ^M-e sajr the dmoft* 
nsfor M liofa eno&gfa, Kr— Ar all Scotcb- 
wm^t Uwjr saf , is fond of money moA 
oconofflie; and I'd rather after all be tte 
lady of a military man. (A^f.) 

" 111 lire no taon at hone 
" But 111 follow with the dram, 
" And m be the captaia'i tady^ oh V* 

-Christy, VUjvcj ! florry ! mind yoft 
.WDokl BQ^ £ill batweui two stools, aed 
oobodjr to pity you. 

£ni^fr3iddy. 

Miss G. Welt, what is it ? 
' Mddjf. ' The bed.-^I was seeing wai 
-the room empty, that 1 might make it; 
for it's only turned up it is, when I was 
called off to send in dinner. — So I believe 
VA best make it now, for tbef oom will 
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be wanting for the tea<drinlting; and 
what not. 

Miss G. Aye, make the bed do^ snre 
it^s Bsy, and no more abontit; — ^yon'v^ 
talked enoagh about it to make twenty 
beds, one harder nor the other,— if talk 
woiild do. (Biddy goes to make the bed:) 
And I'm sure there's not a girl in the 
pariah does less in the day; for all the tatk 
you keep. Now I'll just tell alt yon 
didn't do, that you ought this day, Kddy. 

i^ile Miss Gallagher is speaking to 
Biddy, Mr. Gallagher opens a press 
— pours out, and swallows a dram.) 
" 'Christy. Oh, that would be too long 
telling, Florry — and that'll keep cool. — 
Lave her now, and you may take your 
scold out another time. — I want to spake 
to yon. — What's this I wanted to say? 
— My memory's confusing itself.— Oh, 
tliis was it, — I didn't till you how 1 got 
this promise of the inn. — I did it nately, 
— I Lot it for a song. 

jlf < !■ G. You're joking,*— and I be- 
lievf^, iir, you're not over and above so- 
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ber. — Thm's a terrible strong tmdl of 
the whiskey. 

Chritttf. No. the whiBkey's not strong 
dear, at-all-at*all 1 — You ma^ keep smell- 
ing' what way yon plase, bat I'm as 
sober as a judge, stiH, — and, drank or 
sober, always knows and knewed on 
which side my bread was battered :— get 
it for a song, 1 1^ yoa,-«a bit of a com- 
jjilinientary, adulatory scroll, - that the 
yonn^ lady foncied — and she, slap-dash, 
I Xord love her, and keep her always so! 
.writes at the bottom, granted the poet's pe- 
tition. 

- Misf G. And where on earth, then, 
did you get that song I 

Ckrit^ IV^hcre but in my brains 
sbonld I get it } — ^I could do that mach 
any way^ I suppose, though it was not 
my luck to be edicated at Ferrioafad. 

[Miss Gallagher looks back atid see* 
Biddy behiTid her. — Mits Gallagher 
gives her a box en the ear.) 

Ahst G. Manners !-— That's to teacdt 
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Bidtfy. Manners! — ^Where would I 
}un them— when I was only waiting the 
right time to ax yon what I'd do, for« 
''clane pillow case. 

Miss^ G. Why turn that yon have in-* 
side ont, and no more aboot it. 

Christy, And turn, yourself out of this» 
if yon plase. — {He tuna Biddy out by the 
shoulders.) Let. me hear y«u singing Bai^ 
tioTum in the kitchen, for security that 
jion're liot hearing my sacratB.-*-Thene 
she's singing it now, and we're snng ; — 
tell me when she stops, and I'll stop my< 
self. 

Miss G. Then there's the girJ tws 

ceased singing. — There's somebody's 

come in» into the kitchen, may be it's.the 

drum-major. — I'll go see. -^ ■. 

{Eicit Miss Gallagbff .) 

Christy, vo^- 

There ^'s o£f now ! And I must after 

her, else she'll spoil her market, and my 

own.— Bat look ye, now<-^f I sboaldn't 

find her agreeable to marry this Mr. Gilt 
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bert, the man tVe laid out for tier* why 
b««*s a good stick that will bring her to 
rason in the last resort. For there's no 
other way of rasoning with Ferrinafod. 

{Exit Christy.)' 



SCENE IV. 

The Gardtn ^ the Widmo Larked* Cef- 
tage. 

Owen and Mabel. 

Owen. How doet my mother bear the 
^isappcHBtmait, Mabel, about the inn. 

Mabel. Then to outward appearance, 
she did not take it ao much to heart, as. 
I expected she would But I'm sure she- 
frets inwardly — because she had been in 
such hopes, and in snch spirits, and so 
proud to think how well her children 
would all be settled. 

Owen. Oh, how sorry I am I told her 
in. that hurry, the good news I heard> aod 
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tH t» (ttM(>p«iBt ber ifterwttdt, isfd 
break her bewt with it. 

Maiel. No, she bu too good a heart 
to break for the Kkes.— Shell hold up 
agMD after the first disappoiDtment— 
•he'll struggle on for our takes, Oweo. 

Omen, She will, — but Mabel dearest, 
%hat do yon think of Gilbort ? 

Mabel. {Turning onuy.) I strive not 
to think of him at all. 

Owen. But sure I was not wrong 
ther^— be told me as much as that he 
loved yoa. , 

Mabel. Then he never told me that 
maoh. 

Owen. Not What, not when he 
nalked with yon to the well } 

MabeL No. — What made you thiak 
he did i 

Owen. Why, Ihe words he said about 
JOB when he met me, was — where's your 
uster Mabel i — Gone to the well, Gilbert, 
says I : — and do you think a man that 
has a question to ask her, might make 
bold to step after her, sa^ he. Such a 



AI9 THE. BOSE>. &C.. 

nuui u yofh^nhy not, sayv I.— TlWn lie 
itood still and twirled arrae be held ia 
bift band, aod he said nothing, and K no. 
more, till he stooped down, and frmn the 
grass where we .stood, pdHedasprig of - 
clover >— is not this what, jnw call .sham*' 
cock i s4)rs hd,-^It is,, says I-. Then Jie 
pats the shaoirock alodg witb the rosfr— ■ 
How wpiil<) //ki< do ? saya.he. . 

MabeL Did he sa^ that. Owen I 
. Otvpn. Ye*> o^ bow would thej: LmA 
together ? — Oi*, wourd they, do t<^;ether ? 
—Or some words that way ; .1 can't ba 
particular to the word.r-you , know, he 
speaks different from ns, but that atmkf 
was the sense; and. I minded too, he 
blushed tip to the roots, and I pitied him, 
4Dd answered — r^-r. 

Mabel. Oh, what did you ansfrer ?- 

Ou^en. . I answered and ■said, I thought 
they.'d do, very well together,-^and thai 
it. was good whectbe Irish Shamrock and 
the English Rose was, united. 

Mabel. ^Hidh^ her face-, with Aft 
hands.) Oh, Owen, thift WW teo pbHO* < 
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Owen. Plain ! — ^not at all, — it was 
not. — It's only your tenderness malces 
you feel it too plain, — for listen to me, 
Mabel. — ( Taking her hand from her face.) 
Sure» if it had any meaning particular, 
it's as strong for Miss Gallagher, as for 
any body else. 

Mabel. That's true: — and may be it 
was that way he took, it, — and may be it 
is her he was thinking of-^ 

Oaien. When he asked me for you i — 
But I'll not mislead you, I'll say nothing, 
—for it was a shame he did not speafc 
out, after all the encouragement he got 
irom me. 

Mabel. Then he did get encourage^ 
ment from you ? 

Owen. That is— .[smiling) taking it 
the other way, he might understand itSQ, 
if he had any conscience.— ^Come now,, 
^abel, when he went to the well, what 
dio hf say to you ? For 1 am sure be said 
something. 

M^beL T)ien he s^d npthing,— but 
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jmt put the rose and shamrock into my 

hftDCl. 

Owm. O! did be?— And what did 
you say ? 

MabeL I said nothing.— What covld 
l8ay> 

Owen. I wish I'd been with you, Ma- 
bel. 

Mabel. I'm glad you were not, Owen. 

Owen* 'Well> what did he say next? 

Mabel. I tell you he said nothing; 
bnt cleared his throat and hemmed, as he 
does often. 

Owen, What, alt the way to the wdl 
and back, nothing but hem, and clear 
his throat ? 

Mabel. Nothing in life. 

Owen. Why, then, the man's a fool 
xa a rogue. 

Mabel. Oh, don't say that any way, — 
but there's my mother coming in from 
the field. — How ^eak she walks— I must 
go in to bear her company spinning. 

Owen. And 111 be in by the time I've < 
settled all here. {ExU Mabd.^ 



Owen, solus. 
Oh I I know bow keenly Mabel feels 
all, tbo' she speaks so mild. — Then I'm 
cnt to the heart by this behaviour of Gil* 
bert's >— 4are he could not be so crnel to 
be jesting with her! — he's an English* 
man, and may be he thinks no harm to 
jilt an Irishwoman. — But I'll shew him, 
— bnt then if he nerer asked her the ques- 
tion, how can we say any thing ?— Oh 1 
the tiling is^ he's a snug man, and mo- 
ney*s at the bottom of all, — and since 
Christy's to have the new inn, and Miss 
Gallagher has the money !— Well, it's all 
over, and I don't know what will become . 
of me. 

Enter Mr. Andrew Hope. 

Mr. H. My gude lad, may your 
name he Larken i 

Owen. It is. Sir. — Owen Larken, at 
your service — the son of the widow Lar- 
ken. 

Mr. ff. Then I have to thank your 
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family for their goodness to my puir bro- 
ther, years ago.~Aod for yourself, yoor 
fricDdi Mr. Christy Gallagher, has, been 
telliog me yoa can play the bugte? 

Owen. I can. Sir. 

Mr. H. And we want a bugle, and 
the juy*s fifWen guineas, and I'd sooner 
give it to you than three others that has 
applied, if you'll list. 

Oaien. Fifteen guineas! — Oh! iflcoold 
send that money h<Hne to my nother,— 
but I must ask her consent.— ^ir, she li«es 
convenient, just in tliis cabin here, would 
yon be pleased to step in with me, and 
I'll ask her conseat. 

Mr, H. That's right, lead oti, n^ 
d.ouce lad, ;^ou ken the way. {ExeunL) 



SCENE V. 

Kitchen (^the WiAam iMrken's Collage. 

A Ulpor is seen opeUt into c(n M9i<r Room. 

Mabel, alone. 
{Sitting near the door qf the inner room» 
spinning and singing.*) 
Seep, mother, sleep ! in slumber blest. 
It joys my heart to tee thee rest. 
"Uafeh in sleep, thy load of sorrow. 
Breathe free nd thougblkss of to>inorrow; 
' And loo^ and light, thy ilumbers lasti 
la happy dreams forget the past. 

Sleep, mother, sleep ! thy slumber'sblest. 
It joys my heart to tee thee rest. 

Afany's the aigbt she wak'd for m^ 
To nurse my helpless infancy : 
While cradled on her patient arm, - 
She bush'd me frith the mother's charm. 
Sleep, mother, sleep i thy slumber's bles^ 
ft joys my heart to see thee rest. 

And be it mine to sooth thy age. 
With tender care thy grief assuage; 

* This teng is set to music by Mr. Webbe. 
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tliii itapc ia left to poorcrt poor. 
And ricbert child cam do do. morc^ 
Sleep, mother, deep ! thj ■Inmber'a btest. 
It jojn mj heart to we thee reit. 

'( Jif^ile Af abel is singing the second stan- 
za, Owen and Andrew Hope eater. 
— Mr, Hope stops short and listens— >■ 
he makes a sign to Owen to stand stiilf 
and not to interrupt Mabel— wAtfe 
Owen ap^>roaches her on tiptoe.) 
Mr. H. {S(^ aside.) She iakt my 
fancy back to dear Scotland, to nij ane 
faame, and my ane mitfaer, uid my ane 
Kate. 

Owen. So, Mabel ! I thought yon 
never song for strangerg ? 

(Mabel turns and sees Mr. Hope. — She 

rises and cttrtsies.) 
Mr. H. [Adoaneing sofibf.) I fear to 
disturb the mother, whose slumbers are 
so blest, and I'd fain hear that lullaby 
again. — If the voice stop, the mother may 
miss it, and wake. 

Mabel. {Looking in to the room in 
tvhich her mother sleeps, then closing the 
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door gentbf.) No* Sir, — die'Il not miss my 
Toice DOW, I thank you, she is quite 
fionnd asleep. 

Oaxn. This is Mr. Andrew Hopei 
Mabel — you might remember one of his 
name, a s^eant Hope. 

Mabel. Ah I I mind 1 he that was 
sick with us, some time back. 

Mr. H% Aye, my brother that's dead, 
and that your gude mither was so tender 
of, when sick, charged me to thank 3roa 
all, and so from my soul, I do. 

Mabel. 'Twas little my poor mother 
could do, nor any of us for him, even then, 
tho' we could do more then than we conld 
now, and I'm glad he chanced to be with 
US in our better days. 

Mr. R. And I'm sorry you ever fell 
upon worse days, for yon deserve the 
best; and will have such again, I tmst. 
— All I can say is this — that gif your 
brother here guigs with me, he shall find 
a brother's care through life, fra' me. 

Ouien. I wouldn't doubt you,— and 
that yon knowj Mabel, would be agrea^ 
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point, to have a fHend secure in the regi- 
neDt, if I thought of going, 

Mabel. X^/— Oh ! what ue yoa Ihink- 
ingof, Owen ? What is it your tdkingof 
going f — {Turning towards the door qfher 
mother's room suddenly.) Take care, but 
she'd w^e and hear jon, and she'd never 
sleep easy again. 

Oaxn. And do yon think so f 

Mabel. Do I think so P-^-Am not I 
stireof it? and you too, Owen, if you'd 
take time to think and feel. 

Oioen. Why, there's no doubt but it's 
bard, when the mother has reared the son, 
for him to quit her as soon as he can go 
alone. — But it is what I was thinking, — 
it is only the militia- you know, and I'd 
not be going out of the three kingdoms, 
ever at alU ^^ ^ conid be sending mo- 
ney home to my mother, like Johnny Reel 
did to his. 

Mabel. Money is it? — Then there's 
no money you could send her — not the 
fnH of Lough Erne itself, in golden 
"niineas, could make her amends for the 
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loss of yourselfi Owen, and yen kn^w 
that. 

Mr. H. And I am not the man that 
would entice you to list, or gang with 
me, in contradiction to your duty at 
home, or your intereflt abroad,— 7S0 [turn- 
wg to Mabel), do not look on me, as the 
tempter to evil, nor with diBtrust, as yon 
do, kind sister, as yoa are, and like my 
own Kate.— But hear me , cpolly,, luid 
without pr^udice, fw it is his gude I 
wish. 

Mabel, I am listening then, and I 
ask your pardon if I looked a -doubt. 

Mr. H. The gude mother mast wish 
above all things here below, the w^ and 
advariceraent, and the honor of her bairns ; 
and she would not Jet the son be tied to 
her apron-strings, for any use or profit to 
herself, but ever wish him to do the best 
in life for bis sel'. — Is not this truth, gude 
friends, plain truth ? 

Mabel, It is then, — I own that.— 
Truth and sense too. 

Owen. Now, see there, Mabel. 
Q 
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Mr. H. And better for him to do 
sometbing abroad, (ban digging at bomej 
and in the artay be migbt get^o,— ^nd 
here's the bngle^boy's pay. 

Mabel. Is It a bugle-boy yon «re 
thinking of making faim. - 

Mr.H. That's the tfnly thing tcotdd 
make him. — 1 wish { could cSer better. - 

Mabel. Then, I thank yon, ■ Sir; and 
I wouldn't doubt ye-— and it would be 
very well fer a ccnnmon boy that could 
only dig : — but my brother's no common 
boy,- Sir. 

Owen. Ob, Mabel ! 

Mahel,^ Hush, Owenl for it's the 
troth I'm telling, and if to your face, ( 
can't help it. You may hide the facej 
but I won't hide the truth. 

Mr. H. Then speak on, my warm- 
hearted lassy, speak on. 

Mabel. Then, Sir, he got an edicfttiou 
while ever ray poor father lived, and no 
better scholar, they said, for the teaching 
he got : — but all was given over when the 
iather died, -and the troubles came, and 
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Owen, as he ought, give himself up in- 
tirely for my mother, to help her, a win- 
dow. But it's not digging and slaving 
he is to be always: — it's with the head, 
as my father used to say, he'll make more 
than the hands ; and we hope to get a 
clerk's place for him sometime, or there 
will be a schoolmaster wanting in this 
town, and that will be what he would- be 
fit for, and not but it's not civil, be- 
fore you, a soldier. Sir, to say the rest. 

Mr H. Fear not, yon wilt not give 
offence. ■ 

■Mabel. And not to be spending his 
breath, blowing through a horn all his 
days, for the sake of wearing a fine red 
coat. — I beg your pardon again. Sir, if I 
say too much, — but it's to save my bro- 
ther, and my mother.' 

Mr. H. I like you the better for all 
you've said for both. ■ 

Oxcen. And I'm off entirely. — I'll not 
list, 1 thank yoU, Sir. 

(Mabel clasps her hands jot/fuUyt theft em- 
braces her brother.) 

«2 
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Mr. H. And I'll not ask you to list, — 
and I woqM DOt have asked it at all ;— ^ 
but that a friend of yours to,ld me it would 
be the greatest service I could do you> 
and that it was the tfaiug of all Others you 
wished. 

Owen, That friend Was Chriat/G^. 
lagher, — bat he was mistaken — that^s alL 

MabeL I hope that's all.-^But I've 
no dependancfe on him for a friend, nor 
has my mother. 

Owen. Why, he was spying to ine, 
and I could not say against it, that he 
bad a right to propose for the Ifin, if he 
could, tb«' Gilbert and we wanted to get 
it. 

Mabel. Then I wonder why Christy 
should be preferred rather than my .mo< 
ther. 

Owen. Then that's a wonder, — and I 
can't understand how that was. 

Mr. If I have one more thing to say, 
or to do, which I should like better if 
you'll give me leave. If there's a diffi- 
culty aboot the rent of this new inn that 



you are talking of, I have a little spare 
money, and you're welcome to it; — I 
consider it as a debt of my brother's, 
which I am bound to pay — so no obliga- 
tion in life, — tell me how much will do. 
iiTakes out his purse.) 

Owen and Mabel. You are very kind,- 
yon are very good. 

Mr. H. No, I am not, — T am only 
just.— Say only how much will do. 

Otven. Alas! money won't do now, 
Sir. — It's all settled, and Christy says he 
has a promise of it in writing from the 
lady. 

Mr. H. May be this Christy might 
sell his interest, and we will see, — I will 
not say till I find I can do. — Fare ye 
weel till we meet, as I hope we shall, at 
the dance that's to be at the castle. — 
The band is to be there, and I with them, 
and I shall hope for this lassj's hand in 
tlie dance. 

Mabel. [Aside] And Gilbert that 
never asked me! — {ahud.) I thank you" 
kindly. Sir, I shan't go to the dance at 
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all-8t*al), I believe, — my mother had bet- 
ter take her rest, and I tamt stay with her 
-~-agood night to you kindly. (Exit Ma- 
bel inio her mother's room!) 

Mr. H. This sister of yours would 
leave me no heart to carry back to Scot- 
land, I fear, but that I'm a married man 
already, and have my own luve, — a 
Kate of my owo. that's as fair as she, 
and as gude, and that's saying mucb. 

Owen. {Aside.) Much more tbaa Flo- 
rinda Gallagher will like to hear. ' 

Mr. H. I shall thank yon if yon will 
teach me, for my Kate, the words of 
that song yoar sister was singing when 
we came in. ' 

Owen. I believe it's to flatter me, you 
say this, for that song is my writing. 

Mr.H. Yours? 

Owen. Mine, such as it is. 

Mr. H. Sic a 'an as you are then, 
I'm glad you are not to be a bugle-boy. — 
Yonr sister is right. 

Owen.- Ill teach you the words as ir« 
go along. 
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Mr. H. Do so } — but. miod aow this 
soDg-writiDg do not lead you to idleness. 
/We naust see to tarn your ^ication to 
good accouDt.-^(^n'fjf.) Qh I will never 
rest till I pay my brother's debt, some 
way or other* to this gude family. 

{Exeunt,} 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

Christy, alone. 

So this Scotchman could not list Owen. 
--Couldn't nor wmldn'ty that's what he 
says. — And the Scotchman looked very 
hard at me as he spoke; — moreover 
I seen Mr. Gilbert and him with their 
two heads close togetberi and that's a 
wondef, for I know Gilbert's not oat'rally 
fond of any sort of Scotchman. — There's 
' something brewing, — I must have my 
wits about me, and see and keep sober 
this night, if I can, any way. — From the 
first I suspicted Mr. Gilbert had his heart 
on Mabel .■^( Biddy Doyle puis Iter head 
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in,) SUdy Doyle 1 What the mischief 
does that head of yonrs do there i 

Biddy. Nothing in life, Sir.-^— Only 
just to see who was in rt^ along with your- 
self, because I thought I hard talking 
enough for two. 

, Ghristif. . You, girl, have curiosity 
enough for two, and two dozen, and too 
much I — So plase take your head and 
yourself out of that, and don't be over- 
baring my p>ivate thoughts, for that was 
all the talking ye hard, and my tliought* 
can't abide listeners. 

Biddy. I'm no listener. — I ax your 
pardon. Sir. — I scorn to listen to your 
thoughts, or your words even. 

{Eiit Biddy.) 

Christy. That girl has set me topsy- 
turvy.— Where was I? — Ob f this was it. 
---Suppose even, I say, suppose this Gil- 
bert's fancy should stick to Mabel, I 
. knight manage him, nevertheless. — I've a 
great advantage and prerogative over this 
Englishman, in his having never been 
dipped in the Shannon. — He is so under 
Q3 
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coWt with basbfalness now, that I don't 
doubt, but what ir one of his coDfasiobs, 
I fjould tay hriog him to say Yes, in the 
wrong place, — And sooner 4ban tx>nie to. 
a perplexing refusal of a joung lady, be 
might, rtl engage be broagfat abont to 
narry the girl he didn't like, ita lien oi 
the girl be did. — We shall see>— — but 
hark! I hear Ferrina&d's voice, singing, 
and I nrast join, and see how the thing** 
going on, or going off. (Exit.) 



SCENE II. 

Miss Gallagher and Gilbert at a Tea- 

Table. 

Gilb. [Aside.) Now would I give five 
golden guineas this minute, that her fa- 
ther or any mortal man, woman, or child 
in the Tarsal world, would come in and 
cay somethings for 'tis so awk'ard for I 
to be sitting here, and I nothing to say to 
vhe. 
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MissG. (Atide.) When wilt the man , 
P&y me the compliment to apeak, I won- 
der, — wouIdVt any body think he'd no. 
tonguein that mouth of his, screwed op I 
and blushing ifrom ear to ear. 

Enter Christy. 

Ohristy. Hoo ! hoo I hoo !— How's 
this, — ^both of yees mute as 6shes the 
moment I come in i — Why, I heard you 
just now when my back* was turned, sing- 
log like turtle-doves, — didn't I, Vioriy} 

Miss G, Indeed, Sir, as to turtle- 
doves, I'm not sinsible. — But Mr. Gil- 
bert requisted of me to be favoring him 
with a song, which I- was- complying 
wtth, iho' I'm not used to be singing with- 
out my pi^oo. 

Christy. (Mide.) Sorrow take your 
piano, you're not come there yet. 

Miss G. I wonder the drum-major 
Isn't come yet — Does he expect tea can 
be keeping hot for him to the end of 
^kne.— He'll have nothing butsjop-dashi 
tho' be 's a very genteel man. — I'm par- 
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tia] to the iiriUtar3r school, I owif, and a 
Highlander too is alvr&ys my white-head- 
ed 'biay. 

' Gilb. {Astonished:) Her white-beaded 
boy ? — Now if I was to be hanged for it,- 
I don't know what that means. 

Miss G. Now where can yon have 
lived, Mr; Gilbert, not' to know that f 

Christy. [Aside.) By the mass, he's 
sncb a matter-o'-facf-manj I can't get 
ronnd him with all my trlt. 

Miss G. ' Here's the drum-mtajor.— 
Scarlet's asy semi at a distance.^that's 
one comfort. 

Enter-Mr. Hope. 

~ Mr. H. I'm late. Miss Florinda, I fear, 
for the tea-table — but I bad a wee-wee 
bit of business to do for a young friend, 
that kept me. 

Miss G. No matter, major. — My ta- 
potdefia^ou. — ^Take a cup a tea. Are 
you fond of music, major ? 

Mt. H. Very fond of music. Ma'am 
^■do you sing or play 
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Miss G. 1 do play — I plead guilty to 
that, I own. Bat ia this hole that we 
are in, there*? no room fitting for my 
piano.— However^ in the new inn which 
we have got now, I'll fix my piano 
elegant in the back parlor. 

Mr. H. In the mean time; Miss 
Florinda, will yon favor us with a song ? - 

Christy. And 1*11 be making the punch, 
for I'm no songstress; — Biddy ! Biddy. 
Doyle! — hot water in a jerry. 
> Miss G. Indeed I'm not used to smg 
without my piano — -but to oblige the 
major — I sing by note. 

Miss Gallagher si^s, 

Soflly breathing through the heart. 
When lovers meet no more to part j 

That purity or wul be mine. 
Which Bpeaks in music's sound divine. 

'Midit brees and Btreams of conatant love. 
That's whisper'd by the turtle-dove ; 

Sneet cooing cnshat all my prajr'r, ' 

b love in elegance to share. 
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Mr. H. That's what I call fine, wnr ! 
Very fine that. (Gilbert nods.) 

Mis$0.\AsitU.) Look at that Engluh- 
maa now, that hasn't a word of compli- 
meot to throw t» a dog, but ooly a nod. 
{Aloud.) 'Tis the military that has always 
the RouU for music, and for tbe ladiee — 
and I <tfainki gentlemeoa I may step - 
fi)r'ard, and say I'm.entitled -to call apon 
yoQ now. — Mr. Gilbert, if you're ever 
a lote-toDg. in your composition. 

4}ilb. Lore'SODg I caa't say. Ma'am, 
•'-bat such as I have. I'm do great 
band at composition. — But I have ona . 
song, they call it, My choice qfa wjfe. 

Miss G. Pray let's have it, ^ir. , 

Christy, Nov £br it, byjabus. 

Mr. H. Give it us, Mr. Gilbert ' 

Enter Biddy with hot watery and exit. 
■ Gilbert sings. 
There's none but a fool will ved «n a Middeti,' 
Or tdke ^Jine miw tlut cttn't make a puddiag; 
If he get ■uc;h a wife, what would a maa ^n,'-OF 
£ut a few baUad bine* on a wrctcbed |uaao. 
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Some ladiea tfaan peacocks are twenty timea preikler. 
Some ladies than thunder are twenty timea louder; 
But I'll have a wife that's obliging and civil. 
For mc, yOur fine ladies may go to the devil. 

JIiss G. {Tosiing back her head.) Sir, 
I comprebend your song, coarse as it is, 
and its moral to boot, and I huntbly 
ihank ye. Sir. [She curlsies hw.) And if 
I live a hundred year, and ninety-nin« 
to the back of that> Sir, I wilt remember 
it to yoQ, Sir. 

Chrulj/. {LeaviTig the punch which he 
Jiad been making, comes forward with a 
lemon in his hand.) Wbeugh ! wheughJ 
wheugh ! Ferrinafad ! . - .. 

Gilb.. (Jside,) Eerriaafad ! — the man's 
cnadJ 

Miss G. Father, go your ways back 
to your punch. Here stands the only 
raal genllenian in company, (pointing to 
the drum-major) if I'm to make the elec- 
•tion. 

■Christy. Major, you can't but drink 
her health for that compliment. {Re 
^presents a glass vfpimch to Mr. Hope.J 
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Mr. J7* Miss Gallagher's health, sbd 
a gude husband to her, and soon. 

Miss G. And soon ?— no hurry for 
them that has choice. 

Chn'stj/. That has monej, you txiean, 
jewel. — Mr. GHbert, you did not give us 
your toast. 

Gilb. Your good health, Ma'am^ 
your good healtii, Sii> — Mr. Hope, your 
good health, and your fire-side in Scot- 
land, and in pa'tic'lar your good wife. 

MissG. (Siarting.) Your wife. Sir? 
. — "Why, Sir, is't possible you're a married 
man, after alt i 

Mr. H. Very possible, Ma'am.-^ 
Thank heaven, and my gude Kate. 

Miss G. His gude Kate /—Well, I 
hate the Scotch accent of all languages 
Under the sun. 

Christy. In a married man, I suppose, 
you mane, Florry, 

Miss G. This is the way with officers 
continually! — passing themselves for ba- 
chelors. 

Ckristjf. Then, Florry, we'd best re- 



comn^eod it to the drum-major the next 
town he'd go into, to pot up an adver- 
tisement in capitals on his cap, warning 
all, women whom it may concern, that 
he is a married man. 

Miss G. 'Tis no concern of mine, I'll 

assure you. Sir, at any rate, for I should 

scorn to think of a Scotchman any way. 

—And what's a drum-major, aftsr all ? 

{Exit in a passion.) 

Chrish/. Bo boo ! bo boo ! bo boo ! — 
There's a tantarara now, but never mind 
her, she t&kes them taot^rums by turns. 
Now depend upon it, Mr. Gilbert, it's ' 
lore that's at the bottom of it all, clane 
and clear. 

Gilb. It's very like. Sir — I can't say. 

Christy. Oh, but I can say,— I know 
her, egg and bird. The thing is, she's 
mad with you, and that has set her alt 
thro' other. — But we'll finish our tumbler 
of punch. (Draws forward the table, and 
sets chairs.) 

Gilb. {Aside.) Egg and bird ! — mad I 
All through other ! — Confouod me, if I 
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underatand one word the maa it saying $ 
but I will make bim understand me, if 
he can understand plain English. 

Mr. H. {Aside.) I'll sUnd by and 
fee fair play. — I have my own thought. 

Gilb. Now, Mr. , to be plain with 

you at once — here's fifty gaineat in gold, 
and if you will take them, and give me 
«p the promise you have got of the new 
inn, yon shall be welcome. — That's all I 
have to say, if I was to talk till Christmas 
•—and fewest words ia best in matters of 
business, 

Chrittjf. Fifty guineas ia gold ! — 
Don't part with a guinea of them, man. 
—Put 'em up again. You shall have the 
new inn without a word more, and into 
the bargain, my good will and my 
daughter— and you're a jantleman, and 
can't say no to that, any way. 
. Gilb. Yes, but I can tho*— since you 
drive me to the wall, I most say no, and 
I do lay no. And, dang it, I would have 
been hanged almost. as soon as say so 
much to a fother. — 1 beg your pardon, 
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Sir, bat my heart is given to another..— ^ 
Good evening to you'. 

Christy. [HoldiTig him as he attempts to 
go.) Take it coolly, and li«tea to me, 
and tell me— was you ever married be- 
fore, Mr. Gilbert? 

Gilb. Never. 

Christy. Then I was — and I can tell 
you that I found to my cost» lore was all 
in all witJi me before 1 was married, and 
aller 1 had been married a twel'montb, 
money was all in all with me; for Ibad 
the wife, and I had not the mon^y, and 
without the money, the wife must have 
starved. 

Gilb, But I can work. Sir, and will. 
bead, hands, and heart for the woman 1 
love. 

Christy. Asy said — hard done. Ma- 
bel I-arken is a very pretty girl. — But 
wait til) r tell you what Kit Monaghan 
said to me yesterday. I'm going to be 
married. Sir, says he to me^ — Aye, so you 
mintioned to jne a fortnight ago. Kit, 
«ays I— to Bose Dermod^ isn't it? says L 
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Not at all. Sir, says he — it is to Peggy 
M'Grath, this time. — And what quarrel 
had you to Rose Dermod ? says I— None 
in life. Sir, says hej but Peggy M'Grath 
bad two cows, and Rose Dermod had 
but the 006. and in my mind there is not 
the differ of a cow betwix' one woman 
and another. Do you understand me 
now, Mr. Gilbert? 

Gilb. Sir, we shall never traderstand 
one another-^— pray let nae go, before I 
get into a passion. 

[Breaks from Christy, and exit.) 

Christy. Hollo! Hollo! Mr. Gilbert! 
{Mr. Gilbert returns) one word more 
about the new inn — I've done about 
Florry, and upon my conscience, I believe 
he's right enough. — Only that Pm her 
father, and in duty bound to push her 
as well as I can. 

Gilb. Well Sir, about the inn— Be at 
a word with me — for I'm not in a humour 
to he trifled with. 

Mr. H. [Aside.) Fire beneath snow, 
who'd ha' thought it. 
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Christy. Then» if it was sixty guineas, 
instead of fifty, I'd take it^.snd you should 
have my bargain of the inn. 

Mr. H. {Aside.) I'll not say my word 
until I see what the bottom of the. men 

Gi^. [Jside^) "Why to mak^ up sixty, 
J must sell my watch even J but I'll do it. 
Any thing to please Mabel. — [Akmd.) 
Well, sixty guineas, if.you won't give it 
for less. 
, Christy. Donp. {Eagerly,) 

Mr. H. Stay! stay! Mr. Gilbert. 
— Have a care, Mr. Gallagher ! — The 
lady might not be well pleased at your 
handing over her written promise, Mr. 
Gallagher. — Wait a wee bit. — Don't 
conclude this bargain till you are before 
the lady at the castle. 

Gilb. So best — ^no doubt. 

Christy, AH one to me — so I pocket 
the sixty. 

Mr.H. {Aside to GWh^vt.) Coine off. 

Gilb. We shall meet then at the castle 
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to night — ^till then, a good day to you, 
Mr. Gallagher. 

{Sxennt Gilbert and Mr. Hope.) 

Christy. Good night to ye kindly, 
gentlemen — There's a fool to love for yoo 
now! If I'd ax'd a hundred, I'd ha* 
got it.'— But still there's only one thing, 
f errinafBd wiH go mad vhen she learns 
I've sold the new inb, and she to live on 
in this hole, and no place for the piano. 
—I hope Biddy did not hear a sentence 
of it. (Goto.) Biddy! Biddy Doyle! 
Biddy> can't ye P {Enter Biddy.) 

Biddsf. What is it? 

Christy. I)id yon hear any thing. — 
Oh, I see ye did by your eyes. — Now 
hark'ee, my good girl. Don't mention a 
sentence to Ferrinafad of my settling the 
new inn, till the bargain 's complate, and 
money in both pockets — you hear. 

Biddy. I do. Sir. But I did not hear 
afore. 

Christy. Becaase — see though she's 
my daughter, she's crass — I'll empty my 
mind to you, Biddy. 
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- Bidd^. {Aside.) He has taken CDOtlgh 
to like to be talking to poor Biddj^ 

Christy. Afore Florry was set up ofl 
her high horse by that little iodepen^ 
dency her doating grandmother lefl her, 
and nntit she got her head turned with 
that Ferrinafad edication, this Florry was 
a good girl enongh. — But now what is 
she T'-^^iven over to vanities of all sorts, 
and DO comfort in life to me, or use at all 
— not like a daughter at all, nor mistress 
of the house neither, nor likely to be 
well-married neither, or a credit to me 
that way ! — ^And saocy to me on account 
of that money of hers in liquidated un- 
known'st. 

Biddy. True for ye. Sir. 

Christy. Then it aft cOmes from the 
iitLle fingers getting to be the master of 
me.— For I'm confident that when sober> 
J was not born to be a rogue naturally — 
"Was not I honest Christy once — (ready to 
■cry}.— Oh I'm a great penitent! But 
' there's no help for it now. 

Biddy. True for you. Sir. 
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Christy. Vm an unfortonate cratur, 
and all the neighbours kDow it. — So, 
Biddy dear> I've nothing for it but to tpke 
anotber glass. 

Biddy. Oh no. Sir, not when you'U be 
going np to the' castle to the lady— 
yoa'Il be in no condition, 

Christy, Tut girI-7-'twill give me heart 
—Let's be merry any way, {Exit,sutging.J 

" They «ay it was care kiUM the cat, 
M T^at Btarr'd her, and catis'd her to die ; 
« Bat ni be souch vriser than that. 
" f w Ibe devil a care will caje T." 



SCENE III. 

Widow Larken's Cottage. 

Widcw Larken, Mabel, and Gilbert. 

Gilb. And could you doubt me, Mabel, 
after I told you I loved you ? — 

Mabel Never woiild nojr could have 
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doubt^, had you once toldme as'mnd^ 
Mr. Gilbert. 

Widffw. There was the liung, Mn 
Gilbert,— you know it was yon that iiIm 
to speak, if you thought of her. 

Gilb. Do not you remember the rose 
and the shamrock ? 

Widow. " Oh, she does Well enough, 
and that's what her heart was living 
upon, till I killed the hope. 

Gilb. You!— killed the hopfe !~I 
thought you were my friend. 

Widow. And so I am, and was, — but 
when you did not speak. 
■ Gilb. If I had not loved her so welt, I 
might have been able, perhaps, to have 
said more. 

Widotv. Then that's enough. — Mabel 
mavourneen wear the rose he give you 
now.— I'll let you — and see it's fresh 
enough. — She put it in water — oh I site 
had hope still ! 

Mabel. And was not I right to trust 
him, mother? 

Gilb. Mabel, if I don't do my best 
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to mmke you happy all my days, I de^ 

serve to be that's all ! — bat I'm going 

to tell yott about the new inn. — That's 
what I have been about ever since, and 
I'm to have it.for sixty guineas. 

Ejtter Owen, rubbing his hands. 

Owen. You see, mother, I was right 
about Gilbert and Mabel.~But Mr. 
Hope and the band is gone np to the 
castle. — Come, come ! — time to be off ! 
—no delay ! — Gilbert, Mabel, off with 
yon. — {He pushes them off.) And glad 
enough ye are to go together. — Mother, 
dear, here's your bonnet and the cloak, 
— here, round ye throw ! — That's it, take 
my arm ! — {Widow stumbles as he pulls her 
on.) Oh, I'm putting you past your 
speed, mother. 

Widow. No, no. — No fear in life for 
the mother that has the support of such 
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SCENE IV. 

A large apartment in Barmow-CastUt or- 
namented with the Rose, Thistle, and 
Shamrock. —The kdl opens into a lawn, 
where the cotmlrif-people are seen dan- 
cing. 

Enter Clara, Sir William Hamdeo, and 
. a train of dancers. 
Clara. Now, Sir, as we have here 
English, Scotch, and Irish dancers, we 
can have the English country*dance, the 
Scotch reel, and the Irish jig. 

Sir W. Thisn to begin with the Irish 
jig, which I have never seen. 

Clara. You shall see it in perfection. 
{An Irish jig is danced, a Scotch reel 
foUows, and an English country-dance. 
When Clara has danced down the 
country-dance,- she goes with her part- 
ner to Sir William Hamden.) 
Clara. We are going out to look at 
the dancers on the lawn. 
R 3 
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Sir W. Take me with you, for I wisb 
to see those Bierrjr dancers, — I hear them 
lapgbiog.— -I lore to hear the couDtrj:- 
■people laii^h.— Their'sis alwavs *• the 
heart's laugh." {Exeunt Sir William taid 
Clara.) 

{The dancers recommence, and i^Ser 
dancing for a few minutes, they go off 
^Ust as Sir William and Clara return, 
entering from the hall-dodr.) 
. Olara. ' My dear uncle, thank you for 
goiog. out among these poor people, Mid 
for speaking so kindly to them. One 
would think that you had lived in Ire- 
land aU'yonr'tife, yon know so well how 
to go straight to Irish heads and Irish 
hearts, by kindnew, and -by what they 
lore' almost ai -weH, lAunuur, and gOod 
faumoar.'-^Th&nk yOuiagain, and again. 

Sir W. My dear nicoe, you need not 
thank me, for if you had notMng to do 
with these people,— ^if yod bad^ never 
heen bomi I 'should have loved -tlK Irish 
for their own sakes.'^How easy it is to 
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please feheia.-*-How>easy to make them 
liappy, and how grateful they are, even 
for a few .wohJa of kindness. 

Clara.. Yea. — This I nlay say with- 
out partiality 3—whatever other faults 
my countrymen have^ they certainly are 
ft gratefiil people ! — My father, who 
knew them well, taught me, from my 
chUdbood^ to trust to Irish gratitude. 

i<^ W. [Changing kis tone.) But on 
the other hand, it is my duty to watch 
«fer your Irirfi generosity, Clara. — Hare 
you made any more promises, child, siace 
morning? 

Clara. Oh* no. Sir I and I have 
heartily repented of that which I made 
4his morning. — For Ifind that this man 
to whom I ' have promised the new inn, 
is a sad drunken good-for-nothing per- 
son ; -and as for his daughter, whom I 
have never yet seen 

-Sir W. {Looking towards the entrance 
Jrom the lawn.) 

" But who it this f What thing of ms or lind t 
" Female of MX it Kemi — 
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" Tbat M bedeckM, oroalc. and gty> 
" Comet this way tailing. 

Enter Miss Gall^ber. 
Miss G. Sir> I beg pardoD.-<-Biit I 
was told Miss O'Hara would wish to 
speak with Christy GraUa^er, and I'm 
llis daughter, — he not being very well to 
night.— ^He will be up with Miss in the 
moraiag, — but is confioed to his bed with 
a pain about his heart, be took, just when 
I was coming away. 
(Christy V wice heard, singing to the tunt 
qf " St. Patrick's day in the morning.") 
" Full buopen of whiikcy 
'' WiU make ih all firisky, 
" On Patrick's day in the momiag," ' 

MissG. {Aside.) Oh! Kingofglory, 
if he is not come up after all. 

Clara. " What noise is that, unlike 
the former sound ?" 

Sir W. Only some man, singing ia 
honor of St. Patrick, I suppose, 

Enter Christy Gallagher, — Biddy trying 
to hold him back. 
Christy. Tut ! let me in, I know the 

L.noylc 
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lady is ^ere, «id I must thaDk her as be* 
coming 

{Clara pats her hands before her facet 
and retires a$ he advances.) 

Miss G. Oh I father, keep out. — 
You're not in a conditioD. 

Sir W. John 1 Thomas ! — carry this 
man off. 

Christ;/. Ah, now, just let me remark 
to bis honour. — Did he ever hear this 
song in England? — {He struggles, and sings 
while they are carTying him of.) 

" CVRourlce's noble feast shall ne'er be forgot, 
" By those who were there, and by those who wen 
not." 

But it was not Oltourke's nohte feast 
at all, it was O'Hara's noble feast, to 
the best of my knowledge — I'll take my 
affidavit, — and am not I here, on the 
spot, ready and proud to iight any one that 
denies the contrary. — Let me alone, F!or- 
ry, for I'm no babby to be taken out of the 
room. — Ready and proud, I say I am, to 
fight any tin men in the county, or the 
kingdom itself, or the three kingdoms en- 
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- tinAy, that muld go fi>r~to dare for to 
offer — to articulate the contrary. — So it's 
Mist O'Hara for ever, bnzssl at at a! a! 

Sir W. Carry ti'im off this instant. — 
Begone ! 

(TV servants carry off Christy Gal- 
lagher, whiU he smgs to the tune of 
" One bottle more.") 

" Ob, [pre me bol whiskey, continted FU ling, 

" Hibernim fi>r erer, and God fare die King !" 

{Miss Gallagher directs^ and expedites 
her father's retreat.) 

Clara. Shame I shame ! — Is this the 
ieoant I Jtave chosen ? 

Miss G. Indeed, and indeed, then. 
Miss O'Hara, I often preach to him, bat 
there's no use in life, preaching to him, — 
as good preaching to the winds ! — for, 
drunk or sober, he has an answer ready at 
all points. — It is not wit he wants. Sir. 

Sir W. And he is happy in having a 
daughter, who knows how to make the 
best of his faults, I see. — What an excel- 
lent landlord he will be for this new inn! 

Miss G. Oh, certainly. Sir, — only it's 
being St. Patrick's night, he would be 
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ntore inexeasablei and as to the oew 10114 
please heaven, he shall get no pace oa 
earth tilt he takes an oath afore the priest 
against spirits, good or bad, for.atwil- 
month to come, before ever 1 trust a foot 
-of his in thenew inn. 

Clara. But, Ma'am, from your own . 
^appearance, I should apprehend that you 
would not be suited to the business your- 
self. — I should suppose you would think 
Jt beneath you to keep an ion. 

Miss G. Why, Ma'am — why, Sir, you 
know when it is called an hotel, it's ano* 
ther thing, — and I'm sure I've a great re- 
gard for the &mily, and there's nothing I 
wouldn't do to oblige Miss O'Hara. 

Clara. Miss Gallagher, let me beg 
■Ihat if you wish to oblige me 

Enter Gilbert. 

Sir W. , Well, Gilbert ? 

Gilb. Only, Sir, if you and Miss 

■O'Hara were at leisure, Sir, — one Mr. 

Andrew Hope, the master of the band, 

mould wish to be allowed to come in to 

R3 
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sing a sort of a welcome homea they hare 
set to music. Sir, for Miss O'Hara. 

Clara. 1 do believe this is the very 
soDg which that druakea mao gave me 
this morning, and for which I gave him 
the promise of the inn. — I shall be 
ashamed to hear the song. 

Sir W. Let me hear it at all events. — 
Desire Mr. Andrew Hope, and his merry- 
men-all, to walk in. {Efit Gilbert.) 

Enter Mr, Hope and band. — Some o/" the 
counlry-people peep in, as if wishing to 
enter. 
Sir W. Corae in, my good friends. 

'Enter among others, the Widow Larken 
and Mabel, and Owen. — ^iMy follows 
timidly. — Miss Gallagher takes a con- 
spicuous place. — "Sir William atid Clara 
continue speaking. 

Sir fV. Did Gilbert introduce his 
bride elect to you, Clara ? 

Clara. Yes. — Mabel Larken, that girl 
with the sweet modest countenance,— 
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and her mother, t(iat respectable lookit^ 
womao : and her brother. I see is here, 
that boy with the quick,, intelligent eyes. 
I know all the family, — know them all 
to be good, — and these were the people 
I might have served. — Oh, fool ! fool ! 

Sir W. Well ! well ! well 1— 'Tis over 
now, my dear Clara, you will be wiser 
another time. — Come, Mr. Hope, give us 
a little flattery, to put us in good humour 
with onrselves. 

{The band prelude i but just as they be- 
gin. Sir William sees Christy, who is 
coming in softly, holding back the skirts 
of his coat. — Sir William i» a bud 
voice exclaims.) 

Sir W. Turn out that man ! — How 
dare you return to interrupt us. Sir? — 
Turn out that man ! 

Christy. [Falling on his knees.) Oh I 
please your honor, I beg your pardoD 
for one minute; — only Just give me lave 
to insense* your honor's honor. — I'm not 
the same man at all. 

• Imente, — lo put senie inlo a person. 
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Sir W. Stand np, stand up, — an Eng- 
lishman cannot bear to see a man kneel 
to him. — Stand up, pray, ifyoa can. 

Christy. Then I can, plase your ho- 
nor, {rises) since I got a shock. 

Clara. What shock 1 — What do yoM 
mean? 

Christjf. Oh, nothing in life, Miss, 
that need consarn you, — only a fall I got 
from my horse, which the child they set 
to lead me, would put me up upon, and 
it come down and kilt me ; for it was'n't 
a proper horse for an unfortunate man 
like me, that was overtaken, as I was 
then, — end it's well, but I got a kick of 
the baast. 

■Sir W. Do you say yon were kicked 
%y a horse ? 

Christy. Not at all, plase your bonce 
—I say it was xeelt but I got a kick of the 
baaat. — But it's all for the best now — 
for, see Vm now as sober as a jidge, and 
quite'* as any lamb; and if I'd get tave 
only just to keep in this here corner. 
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I would be no let or hindrance to any.— 
Oh dear, Miss, speak for me ; — I'm an 
ould man, Miss, that youf Other's honor 
was partial to always, and called me honest 
Christy, which I was once, and till hts 
death too. 

Sir W, What a strange mixtare is 
-this man. 

Clara. Pray let him stay, uncle — he's 
sober now. 

^17- W. Say not one word more then, 
stand still there in your corner. 

Christy. And not a word for my life, 
— not breathe, even — to please you ! be- 
caase I've a little business to mintion to 
-the lady.— Sixty guineas to resave from 
Mr. Gilbert, yonder. L>ong life to you, 
Miss, — but I'll say no more till this 
'Scotchman has -done with bis fiddle and 
his musics. 

Sir W- i 'thought. Sir, you were not 
40 have ^okea another syllable. 

(Christy puts :kis ^finger on his tips, and 
bows to Sir William and to Clara.) 

■Sir W. Now, Mr. Hope. 

I , - i-,Gootjl>j 
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Afr. Hope sings, and the Band join in 
chorus. 

Thoi^b Buinow's heireu, fair and youi^. 
Hears polished praise from e?'ry tongue ; 
Yet good and kind, she'll not disdain 
^e tribute of the lovly swain. 

The heart's warm welcome, Chra, meets thee; 

llijr native land, dear lady, greets thee. 

That open brow, that courteous grace. 
Bespeaks thee of thy generous race ; 
Thy father's soul is in thy smile. 
Thrice hlest his name in Erin's isle. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets tbee ; 

Thy natiye land, dear lady, greets thee. 

The bright star shining on the night, 
Betokening good, spreads quick delight i 
Bui quicker far, more glad surprise. 
Wakes (he kind radiance of her eyes. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee; 

Thy native land, dear lady, greets thee.* 

Christy. Theo I'm not ashamed, any 
way, of that song of mine. 

Sir W. Of jours ? — Is it possible tlmt 
it is yours f 

• Set to music by Mr. Webbe. 

L.noylt^ 
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Clara. It is indeed.— Tliese are the 
very lines he gave me this morning. 

Christy. And I humbly thank you» 
Madam or Miss, for having got them set 
to the musics. 

dara. I had nothing to do with that. 
We must thank Mr. Hope for this agree- 
able surprise. 

Christy. Why then, I tank you, Mr. 
Drum. 

Mr. H. You owe me no thanks, Sir. 
— I will take none from you. 

Christy. No — for I didn't remembee 
giving you the copy. — I suppose Florry 
did. 

Miss G. Not I, Sir. 

Christy. Or the schoolmaster's foul 
copy may be,, for it was he was putting 
the soDg down for me on paper. — My 
own hand-writing shaking so bad, I 
could not make a fair copy 6t for the 
lady. 

Mr. H. Mr. Gallagher, don't plunge 
farther in falsehood — you know tlie truth 
ie, that song's not yoprs. 

I , ■ i-,Gootjl>j 
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Christy. Wby tb«D. by all — r- 

Mr. H. Stop, stop, Mr. Gallagher.—- 
St<^i I adrise you. 

Christj/. Wby then, I won't stop at 
any thing — for ihe song's my own. 

Mr. H. In one sense of the word, 
may be, it may be called yonr own. Sir, 
for yon bought it, I know. 

Christy, I bought it? — Oh, who put 
that in your Scotch brains. — Whoever it 
Was, was a big liar. 

Biddy. No liar at all. Sir — I axe your 
pardon — 'Twas I. 

Christy. And you overheard mj 
thoQghts then, talking to myself — ye 
traitor ! 

Biddy. No, Sir — again I ax your 
pardon. — No listener, Biddy Doyle. But 
I was at the schoolmaster's, to get htm 
pen a letter for -me to my poor father, 
and there with hun I ^eard bow Christy 
bought the song, and -seen the first copy 
— and the child of the lionse told me aH 
about it, and how 4t was lift theve by 
Mi. Owen Larken. 
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Sir W. and Clara. (Jtnifiilbf.) Owen 
larkeD ! — ^you ? 

Christy. All lies — asy talk — asy talk — 
asy to belie a poor man. 

Mr. H. If you tell the troth, you can 
tell us the next verse, for there's another 
which we did not yet sing. 

Christy. Not in my copy, which is 
the originaL 

•Sir W. If you have another verse, let 
us bear it — and. that will decide the bu? 
'fiiness. 

Christy. Oh, the devil another line, 
but what's lame, I'll engage — and forged, 
«s you*n see. 

Mr. Hope sings. 

Quick spring the feelings of tbe heart. 
When touched by Clara'i gen'rous arl ; 

'Quick u the grateful sbaiBrock springs. 
In tbe good fairies' favored rings, 

Clara. What does Christy say now ? 

■Christy. Why, Miss, I say that's well 
said for the shamrock any way. — And all 
thafs in it for me is this — the school- 
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master was a rogne, that did not gire me 
that verse in for my money. 

Sir W. Then you acknowledge you 
bought it. 

Christy. Wiiat harm, plase your honor. 
And would not I have a right to buy 
what plases me, — and when bought and 
ped for, isn't it tpine in law and right ? 
But I am mighty unlucky this night. — 
So, come along, FloFry— we are worsted, 
see I — No use to be standing here longer, 
the laughing-stock of all that's in it — 
Ferrinafad. 

Miss G, Murder 1' — Father, then here's 
all you dune for me, by your ties and 
your whiskey. I'll go straight from ye, 
and lodge with Mrs. Mulrooney. — Biddy, 
what's that you're grinning at?-^Please 
to walk home out of that. 

Biddy. Miss Ftorinda, I am partly 
engaged to dance.— But I won't be laving 
you in your downfal. — So here's your 
cloak, — and laoe on me. 

Widoxo. Why then, Biddy, we'll never 
forget you in our prosperity.. 

I , ■ i-,Gootjl>j 
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Mabel and Owen. Never, never. — 
You're a good girl, Biddy. 

{Exeunt Miss Gallagher, Biddy, and 
Christy.) 

Clara. I am glad they are gone. 

Sir W. 1 congratulate you, my dear 
Biece, upon having got rid of tenants 
who would have disgraced your choice. 

Clara. These {/urwm^flO'Owen, Mabel, 
ajid her mother) these wilt do honor to it. 
My written pEoraise was to grant the 
poet's petition. — Owen, you are the poet 
— what is your petition F 

Owtn. May I speak?— May I say 
all I wish ^ 

Clara and Sir W. Yes, speak— say aU 
you wish. 

Owen. I am but a young boy, and 
not able to keep the new inn— but Mr. 
Gilbert and Mabel, with my mother's 
help, would keep it well, I think; — and 
it's they I should wish to have it. Ma'am, 
if it were pleasing to you. 

Sir W. 'And what would bficonje of 
yourself, my good lad \ 

I , i-,Gootjl>j 
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Oujcn. Time CDOugh, Sir, to think of 
myself, when I've seen my mother and 
sJBtflr settled. 

Sir W. Then as you %von't think of 
yourself, I must think for you. — Your 
edacation 1 6nd has been well begun, 
and I will lake care it shall not be left 
half done. 

Widow. Oh, I'm too happy this mi- 
nute ! — But great joy can say little. 

Mabel. [Aside.) And great love the 
same. 

Mr, H. This day is the happiest I 
have seep since I left the land of cakes. 

Gilb. Thank vou, Mr. Hone. — And 
when 1 say thank you — why I feel it.— 
'Twas you who helped us at the dead 
lift. 

Sir W. Yoa see I was right, -Gilbert. 
The Scotch make good friends. (Gil- 
bert boms.') And now, Clara," my love, 
what shall we call the new inn ?— for it 
must have a name. — Since English, 
Scotch^ and Irish have united to obtaio 
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It, let the sign be, the* Rose, Thistle, and 
'Shamrock. 

Clara. And, may they always be hap^- 
pily united ! 
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